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PRINCETON  THEOLOGICAL  SEMINARY 


INTERNATIONAL   SONG   SERVICE, 
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Times  RiiilJinE.  MonaJnock   Block.  Ohio. 


PREFACE. 


International  Song  Service  embraces  about  half  new  and  half  old 
selected  gems.  It  contains  General  Hymns  for  Young  People's  Societies, 
Sunda3'-schools,  Prayer,  Gospel  and  all  religious  meetings.  The}-  are  acknowl- 
edged to  be  the  choicest  ones  in  the  English  language,  and  are  such  as  grow 
better  by  use.  It  includes  National  Anthems  and  Special  H3  mns  for  such 
occasions  as  Harvest  Festivals,  followed  by  Familiar  Hymns  and  T/tucs. 

The  compilers  have  studied  the  wants  of  every  phase  of  religious  life,  and 

think  they  satisfy  all,  embracing   Heart   Songs,  Life  Songs,  Work  Songs — in 

fact,  songs  appropriate  for  any  and  all  occasions  in  Christian  worship.     It  is 

now  oifered  to  the  public,  with  an  earnest  prayer  that  it  may  prove  a  blessing, 

and  go 

"Over  land  and  sea, 
Wherever  a  human  heart  may  be, 
Telling  a  tale  or  singing  a  song, 
In  praise  of  the  right,  in  blame  of  the  wrong." 


Copyriarht,  1887,  by  Philip  Phillips. 
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International  Song  Service. 


No.  I. 


CORONATION   SONG. 

"J\ing  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords." 


-\ — -i — f 


Oliver  Holdex. 


I.    All  hail  the  pow'r  of  Je-sus'  name  !  Let  angels  prostrate  fall ;      Bring  forth  the  roy-al    di    -    a  -  dem, 


I  g-2-4-f| — f-=*— ^ 
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And  crown  Him  Lord  of    all ;  Bring  forth  the  roy-al    di 


mm 
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dem.  And  crown  Him  Lord    of    all 


^zzits. 
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f^^^ 
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2  Sinners  !  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall. — 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race 

Ye  ransomed  of  the  fall. 


Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 
On  this  terrestial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all.     Edward  Peiicnet. 


No.  2. 


ALL  PEOPLE  THAT  ON  EARTH. 


Ouu.aume  Franck.    1545. 


1.  All    peo-ple  that   on  earth  do  dwell,  Sing    to     the  Lord  with  cheer-ful  voice : 

2.  The  Lord,  ye  know,  is     God    in  -  deed.  Without    our    aid      He     did    us  make: 

3.  O         en  -  ter  then  His  gateswitli  praise.  Approach  with  joy    His  courts  un  -to: 

4.  For  why?  the  Lord  our  God     is    good,   His    nier-cy      is       for  -  ev  -  er  sure: 


Him  serve  with  fear,  His  praise  forth  tell,  Come  ye     be  -  fore  Him,  and  re  -  joice. 

AYe     are    His    flock.  He  doth    us    feed.  And  for    His  sheep  He   doth  us    take. 

Praise,  hiud,  and  bless  His  name   al  -  ways.  For     it       is    seeni-ly      so  to      do. 

His  truth    at       all  times  Arm  -  ly    stood,  And  shall  from  age     to     age  en -dure. 


No.  3. 


REJOICE,  AND  HAIL  THE  KING. 


R.  L. 


"Again  I  say.  Rejoice." — Phil.  4:  4. 


Robert  Lowrt. 


m 


* 


r 


m^ 


1.  Re  -  joice,  and  hail     the  King, 

2.  From  Him  no  word   can  fail,  . 

3.  We     now     a  -  wait    the  day  . 

1 m m 


Shi — 

Your   sov-'reign  Lord    a  -  dore ; 
All  pow'r   to      Him    is    giv'n ; 
When  Christ  our  Lord  shall  come, 

■I—       -^       •#-••-■#-      ^ 
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and  hail     the  King, 
no  word  can  fail, 
a  -  wait    the   day 


f— f— a 


you're  Lord  adore ; 
to  Him  is  giv'n ; 
our  Lord  shall  come ; 


i 


S 
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Ex  -  alt    His  name,  and  sing  His   prais  -  es       ev 
His  king-dom  will    pre-vail.  And    fill       the   earth 
To  drive  the  clouds  a  -  w^y,  And  take     His  loved 


i!^^: 


ti 


er 
and 
ones 

c 


more, 
heav'n. 
home. 


3    J 


and   sing  His   prais  -  es      ev  -   er,      ev  -  er-more. 
pre  -  vail.  And    fill      the  earth,  the  earth  and  heav'n. 
a   -  way.  And  take  His  loved  ones,  loved  ones  home. 


rilORTS 


J  '^  >  V         \ 

voice,     lift        up       the  voice, 


joice       a  -  loud,    ye   saints,  re  -  joice; 


ts-i 


Cooyiti'it,  1H95,  by  Robert  I.owry, 


=^ ^ i 

re-joice,  ye   saints,  rejoice;  Ivift 
4 


up,  lift 


up    the 


BEJOICE,  AND  HAIL  THE  KING.     Concluded. 
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heart,   lift        up  the  voice,     Re  -  joice       a    -   loud,        re    -    joice. 

-  -         ■#-•♦■■•■■•-     k-         ■•-        ■*-        -^        .*--4—        -<2-' 
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heart,   lift       up,     lift      up     the    voice, 


No 


.4. 

Jean  H.  Watson 


BE  STILL,  O  HEART. 

'Be  stilL  and  know  thai  I  am  God."—Ps.  40  :  10. 


Robert  Lowrv. 

\ ^ ^^ 


1.  Be  still,  O  heart 

2.  Be  still,  O  heart 

3.  Be  still,  O  heart 

4.  Be  still,  O  heart 


Why  fear     and  trera  -  ble?  What  harm,  what  e     -    vil, 

The  Lord     of      Glo   -  ry      Was  once     a     man        ac- 

Cease  fear  -  ing,    fret  -  ting    A  -  bout   the    fut   -    ure, 

The  King  will    send   thee   The  clouds  or     sun  -  shine 
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can      be-tide  ?  Tho' foes  in   might- y    hosts   as-sem  -  ble,  Fearuot,  for  God      is 
quaint  with  grief;  He  bends  to  hear— tell    all      thy  sto  -  ry— He  loves,  He  cares.  He  'II 
all      unknown  ;  Nor  think  the  Mas-ter      is      for-get  -  ting  His  ransomed  ones.  His 
as        is  best ;    His  own  right  hand  shall  e'er   defend  thee ;  Then  trust  His  love,  and 

r 


on  thy  side, 
send  re  -  lief, 
loved.  His  own 
know  His  rest. 


.  still. 


be    still. 


O   heart. 


Copyright,  1895,  by  Robert  Lowry 


O   heart,  be  still. 
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No.  5. 


BING-ING-  OF  JESUS. 


F.  M.  D 

:!2z: 


Prank  M.  Davis. 


l^^/-^^ 


1.  Sing-ing    of     Je  -  sus     all      the  way       a  -  long,     Singing  of  His  mer-cy, 

2.  Sing-ing    of     Je  -sus,  bless -cd  Sou     of   God,      Singing  of  the  goodness 

3.  Sing-ing    of     Je  -  sus,  bless  His  ho-  ly   name,     He  who  doth  restrain  me 


sing-ing  of  His  love;  How  He  for  nie  did  die  up -on  the  cross 
of  thismight-y  King;  An  -  gels  in  glo  -  ry  help  to  swell  the  song, 
from  the  ways   of    sin ;       So       will       I  praise  Him     in      the  sweet-est  song. 


eig=^3^^ 
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That  I  might  in  glo  -  ry  dwell  with  Him  a  -  bove. 
Till  all  earth  and  heav  -  en  with  Hisprais-es  sing. 
When  I   reach  the  heav  -  en      that      I    hope     to    win. 


Sing 


lag, 


I  I  I 

Sing  -  iug,  sing  -  iug, 
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sing-ing  all      the  way,  Sing-ing  of    His  mer  -  cy,  sing-ing  of      His  love  ; 


mm 
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SINGING  OF  JESUS.    Concluded. 
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ing,       singing  all  the  day,  All     a-long  the  journey  to  the  land  above. 
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Siug-ing,  singing, 
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No.  6. 


GOD  "WILL  TAKE  CARE  OF  YOU. 


Frances  R.  Havergal       "For  He  carelli/or yru."~\  Pci.  5:  7. 


Robert  Lowry. 


1.  CVod  will     take  care       of      you;      all 

2.  He  will     take  care       of      you ;      all 

3.  He  will     take  care       of      you;       all 

4.  He  will     take  care       of      you       yes, 
g    '        a « , « ^    ■# 


thro'  the  day  Je    -    sus  is 

thro'  the  night  Je    -    sus,  the 

thro'  the  year,  Crowning  each 

to  the  end  Noth  -  ing:  can 
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near      j'ou  to  keep     you  from 

Shep  -  herd,  His      lit    -    tie  one 

day       with  His  kind  -  ness  and 

al      -     ter  His  love      for  His 


ill;     Wak  -  ing     or  rest  -   ing,  at 

keeps;  Dark  -  ness   to  Him        is  the 

lo%-e;  Send-  ing  you  bless  -  ings,  and 

own;  Chil  -  dren    be  glad       that  you 
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work  or  at  play, 
same  as  the  light, 
shieid-ing     from   fear. 


*-i — *     ■  -^- 

Je   -   sus      is     with    you   and  watching    you  still. 
He       nev  -  er     slumbers,  and    He     nev  -  er   sleeps. 
Lead  -  ing   you     on      to      the  bright  home  a  -  bove. 
have    such       a    Friend;    He       will   not   leave  you    one    mo  -  ment  a  -  lone. 

*-.  I. 
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No.  7. 


PRAISE  THE  LORD. 


"  Sing  praises  unto  His  name." — Ps.  135:  3. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor 

r#l4 ^    ^    . 
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Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Oh,  praise  the  Lord, 

sing 

to 

His  name; 

Let 

ev  - 

'ry     na  -  lion    His 

1        2.  Oh,  praise  the  Lord, 

glad 

-ly 

a  -  dore 

Him, 

the 

om  -  nip  -   o  -  tent 

3.  Oh,  praise  the  Lord, 

chil- 

dren 

of  men. 

Give 

Him 

your  wor  -  ship     a- 
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glo  -  ry  pro-claim;  Gra  -  cious  and  kind,  lev  -  ing  and  true, 
God,  ev  -  er  -  more ;  Kneel  at  His  feet —  par  -  don  is  there ; 
gain      and        a  -  gain ;      Morn  -  ing       and  night,        ear  -  nest  -  ly     raise 


rJi- 
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Oh, 


praise  the 


pl^ 


Praise  ye  the  Lord,  for  He  car  -  eth  for  you. 
Tell  Him  jour  bur-  den,  your  sor  -  row  and  care. 
Hymns  of  thanksgiv  -  ing   and   an  -  thems  of  praise.     Oh,  praise   the     Lord, 
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Lord,     .     .     .  Oh,         praise  the     Lord;     .     .     .  Gra  -  cious  and  kind, 

Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  Praise  Him,  praise  Him,  Oh,  praise  the  Lord ; 
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PRAISE  THE  LORD.    Concluded. 


lov  -   iug    and  true,     Praise   ye      the  Lord,    for     He    car     -    eth       for 
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you. 
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No.  8. 


Rev.  James  Yeams. 


^Ss 


LIFE  IN  HIS  FAVOR. 

"/«  His  favor  is  life." — Ps.  30:  5. 
\ 1 


Robert  T^owry. 


P^ 


sin, 


I 
Sun  -  shine      a- 


1.  Life    in     His  fa  -  vor!  For  -  giv  -  en        all 

2.  Life     in     His  fa  -  vor!  The  sen  -  tence      re  -  pealed,  Par  -  doned     the 

3.  Life     in     His  fa  -  vor !  All    else       is         but      vain,  Sin's   thorn   -  y 

4.  Where  can  be  sun-shine  If    night  shroud  the     skies?  Dark  -  ness  broods 
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round 

me, 

and 

com-fort  with 

■  in; 

Sov  -  'reign   and 

Sav  -  iour. 

Re- 

guilt 
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the 

sin  -  sick  one  healed ; 

Prod  -   i    -     gal 

wel  -  coined 

and 

path  - 

ways 

are 

sor  -  row  and    pain ; 

Rich  -  es        and 

pleas  -  ure 

a 

o'er 

me 

un  - 

til      Thou  a  -  rise; 
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deem-er     and  Friend,  Thee   will      I       fol  -  low  and  serve  to      the     end. 

son  -  ship    re  -  stored,     Hap  -  py  the     soul     in  the  smile   of      its     Lord ! 

fu    -     gi  -  tive   gleam,     Hon -or  and  splen-dor  a      van  -  ish  -  ing  dream, 

ful  -  gence   di  -  vine.        Sun    of  sal  -   va  -  tion,  oh,  break  forth  and  shine! 

^ •     .    f^ 
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No.  9. 


JESUS  IS  MIGHTY  TO  SAVE. 


Mrs.  Annie  Wittenmyer. 
Moderato.  . 


:^=^ 


iCt* 


^'Mighty  to  save.'''' 


Wm.  G.  Fischer,  by  pef. 


1.  All     glo   -  ry     to     Je  -  sus     be      given,  That  life  and  sal  -   va-tion    are    free; 

2.  From  darkness  a;id  sin    and     de  -  spair,  Out    in-    to  the    light  of      His    love, 

3.  Oh,  the     rapt'rous  heights  of  His  love,  The  measureless  depths  of     His   grace, 

4.  In     Him     all  my  wants  are   sup  -  plied,  His  love  makes  my  heav-en   be  -  low, 


And    all     may  be  wash 'd  and  for  -     given,  And     Je  -  sus  can  save    e  -  ven     me. 

He  has  bro't   me  and  made  me    an      heir,  To  king-doms  and  mansions  a  -   bove. 

My     soul    all  His    ful -ness  would  prove,  And     live  in  His    lov  -  ing  em  -  brace. 

And  free  -    ly  His  blood  is     ap  -    plied,  His  blood  that  makes  whiter  than  snow. 
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Yes,   Je  -     sus   is  might  -   y      to    save 


And     all 
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is     might  -  y 


His  sal  -  va  -  tion  may 
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save, 


sal 


know,     . 


->c- 


:i±Eir^t 


On 


—I p. 

— h "^ 
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may 


know. 
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blood  makes  me    clean, 
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For     His  blood     can   wash  whit  -     er     than 
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No.  10. 


ONWARD!  CHRISTIAN  WARRIORS. 


Rev.  S.  F.  Smith.  D.D. 


W.    H.    DOANE. 


1.  On-ward !     O  Chris- tiau     War     -  riors,\Vhere-'er         the  trum  -pet     calls, 

2.  On-ward  !  with  lov  -    ing     pur     -  pose,  Where  crime    and    sor  -  row     reign, 
3-  On-ward!  tl-.e    bat  -    tie     thick  -    ens,     The     cap  -    tain's  sig  -  nal       see? 
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On-ward!  the  lead 
On-  ward  !  like  men 
On-  ward  !  to  deeds 


sum  -  mens,  Be  -  yond  the  shel-t'ring  walls; 
earn  -  est,  On  -  ward  with  heart  and  brain  ; 
glo     -     ry,        On  -  ward         to     vie  -    to  -      ry  ! 


fi • —    0-^ — f"— r — ^ — -• 
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Onward  !  the  work 

Onward !  to    save  the       err 

Onward  !  with  God  as  -     sist 
-•-  I 


waits      you.    Fear       not       the     cold  world's  frown, 
To       break    the  bonds     of        sin  : 
Like       sol    -  dierstrue     and     brave, 
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Arm    for    the     glo  -  rious     con 

On-ward !  the  lost       to         res 

Till    o'er  con-  quer  -  ed       for 


.£JCiii 


flict,  Then  wear      the  vie  -  tor's     crown, 
cue,  Gems    for     Christ's  crownto     win. 
tress,  Sal  -   va  -     tions  ban  -  ner     waves. 
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No.  II. 


WE'RE  MARCHING  TO  ZION. 


"  IVe  arc  fo7irncying-  unto  the  place  of  which  the  Lord  said,  I  will  give  it  you.  " 


Rev.  I.  Watts, 
Spirited. 
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Rev.  R.  LowRY,  by  per. 
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1.  Come, we 

2.  Let   those 

3.  The    hill 

4.  Then   let 


that 


of 
our 


love  the  Lord,     And  let         our 

fuse     to      sing.   Who  nev     -     er 

Zi  -     on     yields     A  thou  -  sand 

songs  a  -    bound,  And  ev     -     'ry 


joys     be 
knew  our 
sa  -  cred 
tear     be 


known,  Join 

God;  But 

sweets,  Be  - 

dry  :  We  're 


iS- 


-t- 


I       ^ 

in         a     song  with  sweet    ac  -  cord,  Join     in         a     song  witir  sweet     ac- cord,   And 

chil  -  dren  of  the  heav'n  -ly   King,    But  chil  -  dren  of       the  heav'n  -ly  King,  May 

fore    we  reach  the  heav'n -ly    fields,  Be  -  fore     we  reach    the  heav'n -ly    fields.    Or 

march-ing  thro'  Im -manuel's  ground.  We 're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground,  To 


^igz:^ 


-m — m — ~» — \-\ 1 » H- — 


9iS: 


the  throne, 
a  -  broad, 
en  streets, 
on    high, 

-^    f: 

r- 

thus        sur  -round        the    throne.    And  thus 


^=? 


sur 

their 

the 

er 

4t 

— I — 


round 

joys 

gold  - 

worlds 

-^- 


:fE 


And  thus       sur-  round  the  throne. 

May  speak  their     joys  a  -  broad. 

Or     walk     the     gold  -  en  streets. 

To     fair  -     cr     worlds  on  high. 


sur  ■ 


tf:^ 


-^- 


=[== 


:E£ 


round 


the 


throne. 


Chorus. 


Fi 


^^ 


We  're  march  -     ing         to     Zi 
-M-      -0L        .*-      -f-        -P-      -«- 


t'- 


-4 
on. 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful,  beau  -  ti  -  ful 


Zi  -     on ,    W'c  've 


^ii=1:l=:ir-t^=ii^=l;zzi|^g:v:z:*=zfzii 


^- 


We're  march-ing     on         to        Zi 


v-^^ 
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WE'RE  MARCHING  TO  ZION.     Concluded. 


>:Sz=i: 


^^- 


^ifcfi 


^         •- 


fct: 


march-  ing     up-ward    to     Zi 


— *» — N — V — \ — v- 


*^ — 1-^ — i~~\—\ 1 — F§ 


on, 


The     beauti  -  ful    cit 


of   God. 


4»=^: 


~t — b— 


_^^_^_ 


Zi 


on,   Zi 


—I w  -I — - — f-—h\ 1 l-B 


No.  12. 


I  NEED  THEE  EVERY  HOUR, 


"  WitJtotil  Ale  ye  can  do  nothing: 


Mrs.  Annie  S.  Hawks. 


Rev.  Robert  Lowrv,  by  per. 


g^J^fc 


:=]=:1: 


H-:^- 
•-^_-^- 


ii^ 


:± 


:l=|; 


I.        -        '  ~^~ 

1.  I  need  Thee  ev  -  'ry  hour,  Most  gra  -  cious  Lord:  No       ten  -  der  voice  like 

2.  I  need  Thee  ev  - 'ry  hour,    Stay  Thou  near     by;  Temp  -  ta  -  tions  hjse  their 

3.  I  need  Thee  ev  - 'ry  hour,       In  joy      or       pain ;  Come  quick- ly     and      a  - 

4.  I  need  Thee  ev  -  'ry  hour.  Teach  me      Thy    will  ;    And  Thy    rich  prom-is  - 

5.  I  need  Thee  ev  -'ry  hour.    Most  Ho  -  ly      One;     Oh,  make  me  Thine  in- 


^^EEiEB 


Thine  Can  peace  af  -  ford, 
power  When  Thou  art     nigh. 

bide.  Or  life  is  vain, 
es  In       me      ful  -    fil. 

deed.  Thou   blessed      Son. 


Refrain. 


— ^0-i- — 9 — • — «— 1 


need  Thee, oh,  I     need  Thee,     Ev  -   'ry  hour  I 


"^^^ 


i= 


:t; 


f=f=r 


.(ffi — 


P--P 


-»:  fz  f:  :^ 


t 

-h-- 


ftzzizbzizbz-! 


i^ 


^=:i=F=1: 


need  Thee  :    O       bless       me  now,  my   Sav  -    iour,       I 


-•- 
— I- 

to      Thee. 


p^rr-, -I 1 • rP- • • • — r* • •  "~  r^ ■» r-<S>- 
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No.  13. 


ARISE,  FOR  THY  LIGHT  IS  COME 


F.  M. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


rise, 


:^i 


s>-^ 


rise,   for     thy  L,iglit    is  come,      A 


-J     V     'J    \     ^    i 

rise,   for     thy  L,iglit   is  come, 


n    u      1 

1 

...  „  1 

1 

1 

1 

^     s 

fe^^ 

—  •— 

-^f^ 

-^- 

^=^ 

• — 

-A 

—X==x-^ :!__ 

A    - 

• — 1 

— » — 
rise, 

! 

lr^—% — a — 

for    thy  Light 

is    come, 

1 

A  - 

*— 

\ — g 
rise, 

for     thy  Light  is 

•— ? m 

^^l?-*- 

— 1 — 

— •  •— ^ ^ 

-_, • ^ 

=r "-^ — 1 * — ^* — ' 

'^^\}i 

J         J       7 

a          • 

p 

.  to   •      U        to        '\o 

r       f  ■ 

1         ^'  ■       'j 

i         1 

^         y       \           1 

IS    come. 


IlEt 


t 


1^ to  '     *< 

•♦.-#■ 


1.  Give  thanks  and    re-joice      in    the  name  of     the  Lord, 

come.  (Light  is  come.)  2.  The  Light     of      the  world  now    il-lum-ines  the  way, 

3.  Un    -  fad  -  ing     it  shines,  bringing  peace  to      the  soul. 


The  darkness  of  night  is 
Re  -  splendent,  di  -  vine  -  ly 
Dis    -  perS'ing  all  fear     and 


past;     The      day      long  for-told       by     the 

bright;  With    love      it       is  beam  -  ing  from 

strife;    Its      rays    guid- ing  safe   -  ly      the 


-^-'-"  --■« — I — p ~— a-r— K ^ 

—^ Y  i~J I    ■  W^ ■  y— "'-^  tf 

■■^ — - — *— 1 — \a f--  ■■B      [- 

— ' — h — — > /—- 


:i^ 


h- 


-to— 


Copyright,  la'JJ,  by  Mast,  Ci-owell  &  K.irkpatrick.      j^ 


ARISE,  FOR  THY  LIG-HT  IS  COME.     Concluded. 


propli  -  ets  has  dawned,  The 
Cal  -  va  -  ry's  mount,  Dis 
^van     -     der  -  ers    home,     Shine 


morn-iug      has  come  at  last, 

pell  -  ing      the  gloom         of  night, 

on,       O      Thou  Light        of  Life. 


35?3 


:^== 


No.  14. 


THOU,  "WHOSE  AWAKENING  WORD. 


A.  J.  Sage,  D.  D 


^Let  us  draw  near  hither  unto  God." — 1  Sam.  14  :  3(5.         Robert  Lowry. 


1.  Thou,  whose    a   -  wak-'ningword, 

2.  Thine  is  the  glo  -  rious  sky, 
S.  Not  with  Thy  thunders  loud, 
4.  Oh,      may     Thy  name  resound 


m^M 


«- 


the   morn -ing heard, 
the   hosts     on  high, 
thro'    fire    and  cloud, 
cious  world     around, 


And  sang  for 
Thine  earth  and 
This  tem  -  pie 
O'er      land  and 


joy 
sea 
fill 
sea 


—     Spir  -    it  of 

Thine    be  this 

But        as  in 

Till       with  an 


heav'n-ly  grace,     Draw  nigh    to 
peo-pleuow,       Who     in      Thy 
Beth-le  -  hem,      When  ho  -   ly 
gel  -  ic  throngs,  Tun  -  ing     har- 


«: 


I 


1 


iS- 


ii 


¥ 


^2: 


pray'r  and     song   and  praise  Our     hearts   em  -  ploy. 
•  ing,   with       sol-emnvow.       Off   -   'rings  to       Thee, 
known  Thy     glo  -  rious  name.  Peace  and     good    will, 
na  -  tions     lift   their  songs    In     praise     to       Thee. 


bless  the  place.  While 
pres-encebow.  Bring 
an  -  gels  came,  Make 
mo-nious  tongues,  All 


^ 


it 


± 


J 


±= 


Copyright,  ]89d,  by  Robert  Lowry. 
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No.  IS. 


ON  TO  THE  CONFLICT. 


Frank  M.  DaviS. 


r. 

^     {^    1 

s 

s, 

-^  —  ^- 

-^«^— 

*— 

r    •  .     t~n 

^-  4 — ^ — ^ 

i-ir^-^ 

-0-.   — ^ 

"    0  ' 

9 

•-^ 

— • —5 0^ ^ N- 

-0 0-^—0 1 ^y 

-0- 

1 .  We     have  tak  -  en 

up    our  stand 

To 

e  -  van  - 

gel  -  ize     the  land,  And 

for 

2.  With  the   gos  -  pel 

arm  -  or     on, 

In 

the  name 

of  God's  own  Son,  We 

go 

3.  We  've  a    craft  -  y 

foe     to  meet, 

But 

we  '11  nev 

-  er  show    re-treat.  In 

the 

«  .     • 

• 

^ 

*•               fi      P 

(~\'    T.  'i    m   '      e 

, 

A 

1      1  4  * 

J    •                1             m    ' 

T.    '?4    '          * 

1     1 

1 

' 

1      '  r  * 

P        0    •      0        \            * 

'^ 

y        ■             J        a          a' ' 

' 

/   -4    »         5 

•    ? 

r 

5    1  'v 

V         K^           V        1             ■ 

>          > 

y        > 

>        >      1 

1/ 

i^ 

/    /     /    1      ^ 

~? 

^-^ 


^5hr 


Je  -  sus  we    will  cap-ture  all      the  world;  We  have  raised  our  standard  high,  And  for 
forth  to   bat  -  tie  with    the  wi    -  ly   foe;       We '11  be  brave  and  courage  take,  And  His 
bat  -  tie  for    the  right    a-gainst  the  wrong ;  We  are  battling  for  the  Lord,  And  our 


•  • 

0  . 

1 

_«_i 

0 

=;!== 

=^=i 

r 

f— 

« 

-1- 

0— 

— 0— 

M^ 

-:5 

> 

-l- 

^ 

-5- 

/ 

-■p 

-J- 

^  y  \ 

— 0- 

•it — ■^0—. — !s — • ^ — 1 s -H- 

F^^-^^M: 

-^-f- 

1^ 

FIWE. 

/r^?— •'-^ — 9r — *— — i^ ' ^^^ ^- 

tj=^=^=t=7^V 

— 0 — *-^ 

\^f=A 

it      we '11  live   and  die,      For     the  i 
cause  we  '11  ne'er  forsake,  While  our 
weapons   are     his  word,  Which  will 

"^               M.                     0                0                           0       '             0 

lag    of     Je  -  sus  ev  - 
conquering  legion   on 
give  to     us       at     last 

■0-  '    ■#- 

0-± — 0 — ±= — 1~    0  : 

er  shall 
to   vie  - 
the  vie  - 

bef 
fry 
tor's 

— 0— 

a  • 

urled. 
go. 
song. 

^(2-^ 1 

1          ^ 

^^  >    jj   /    iJ— f — ;  '^ 

^^ — y — / — V — ^— - 

-i^ — y 

'/— 

T  "  ' 

CHORrS 


On,  on,  ou,  to    the  conflict,  On,  on,  on, 

•  'npyrixlit,  l>'.tj,  by  Mast,  rrowcll  k  Kiikpatrick.         16 


to     the     con  -  flict, 


ON  TO  THE  CONFLICT.     Concluded. 


Vic  -  to-ry,    vie  -  to-ry,  Shall  our  war  cry  be  throughout  the  world. 


[?-*-- 


!i^ 


£ 


-^— f 


-- 5^— f 


;^-vf- 


f     / 


throughout  the  world. 


No.  16. 


HAPPY  LAND. 


Old  Melody. 


1.  There   is       a     hap-py  laud,     Far,      far      a -way.  Where  saints  in  glo  -  ry  stand, 

2.  Bright,  in  that  hap-py  land,  Beams    ev  -  'ry   eye  ;     Kept    by     a     Father's  hand, 

3.  Come    to  that  hap-py  land,  Come,  come    a -way;    Why  will  you  doubting  stand? 


il^ 


x=x 


^ 


m 


1= 


Bright,  bright  as    day;        Oh,     how  they  sweet  -  ly  sing,  "Wor-thy      is      our 

Love      can  -  not  die.       •  On,    then,   to      glo  -   ry  run :      Be      a    crown  and 

Why      still     de-lay?         Oh,     we     shall  hap-  py  be     When  from  sin     and 

^        -(L        ^  ^            ...-^ 


m 


fa 


3^^ 


^ 


r 


i 


—4- 

r 


Sav  -  iour  King,"  Loud  let  his  prais  -  es  ring,  Praise,  praise 
king-dom  won ;  And  bright,  a  -  bove  the  sun.  Reign  ev  - 
sor  -  row       free;      Lord,    we   shall    dwell  with  Thee,  Blest      ev   - 


m 


for  aye ! 
er-more. 
er-more. 
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No.  17. 


IS  MY  NAME  WRITTEN  THERE  ? 


Mrs.  Mary  A.  Kidder 


"Rejoice  because  your  names  are  written  in  heaven.'''' 

Frank  M.  Davis,  by  per. 

J— H . H— 4-^-4 N— ^.J- 


-^ 


1.  Lord,  I  care    not  for    rich  -  es,  Neith- er  sil  -  ver  nor     gold:    I  would  make  sure  of 

2.  Lord,  my  sins  they   are     ma- ny.  Like  the  sands  of     the     sea.     But  Thy  blood, oh, niv 

3.  Oh!  that  beau-ti  -  ful     cit  -  y,  With  its  man-sions  of     light,  With  its  glo  -ri  -tied 


:=}: 


=1=d: 


heav  -  en,  I  would  en  -  ter  the  fold.  Tu  the  book  of  Thy  king-dom,With  its 
Sav  -  iour  !  Is  suf  -fi  -  cient  for  me;  For  Thy  prom-ise  is  writ -ten.  In  bright 
be  -  ings.    In  pure  gar-ments   of  white  ;  Where  no  e   -  vil  thing  com- eth.     To    de  - 


^^^^ 


pa  -  ges     so     fair.     Tell    me,  Je  -  sus,  my     Sav-iour,    Is     my  name  writ-ten  there  "i 
let  -  ters   that     glow, "Tho' your  sins  be    as     scar -let,    I     will  make  them  like  snow." 
spoil  what  is      fair.  Where  the  an-  gels  are  watch- ing,  Yes,my  name's  writ-ten  there. 


9t.fe:S 


k 


■ri=t=: 


m 


1st.     Is       my     name      writ  -     ten 
2d,  3d. Yes,     my     name  's  writ  -     ten 


-&- 

there, 
there. 


On      the  page      white     and 
On      the  page      white     and 


fair? 
fair  ? 


In       the  book     of      Thy     king  -  dom.       Is         my     name  writ  -     ten 
In       the  book     of      Thy     king  -  dom,     Yes,      my  name 's  writ  -     ten 


-<s- 

there.'' 

there  ? 


Copyriglit,  by  Frank  M.  Davis. 
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No.  18. 


NOTHING-  BUT  THE  LOVE  OF  JESUS. 


"  Hlio  shall  separate  us  from  the  love  of  Christ?" — Rom.  8: 
Annie  S.  Hanks. 


35. 
Robert  Lowry. 


i 


=r^ 


:f= 


^ 


S 


^ 


1.  Noth-ing 

2.  Noth-ing 

3.  Noth-ing 

4.  Noth-ing 


but  the 
but  the 
but  the 
but  the 


■u 


love 
love 
love 
love 


of 
of 
of 
of 


I  1 

Je  -  sus  Can     sup  -  ply  my      in  -  most  need ; 
Je  -  sus  Can     my       longing     sat  -  is    -    fy ; 
Je  -  sus  Doth  my       wand'ring  heart  re -call; 
Je  -  sus  Lights  the     way  thro'  sor-row's  gloom, 


^.        *- 


-^       M^ 


^         -^     -»■ 


m^ 


i 


:?= 


±zMi 


i 


S 


r 


What  tho'      I    have  gold- en      treasures? He      a    -    lone    my  soul  can    feed. 

From  the  fount  of  liv  -  ing  wa-ters,  If  I  drink  not,  I  must  die. 
Noth-ing  but  His  grace  ex  -  tended  Can  re  -  store  me  when  I  fall. 
Fills  the       bar-ren  waste  with      singing,  Makes  the    des  -  ert  plac  -  es    bloom. 


m 


i*. 


^L^^r-   f   -^'  f.^ 


-^ — ^ 


(\  ^      1 

IV 

I 

y  fT        '  '   '     ' 

1          r*^ 

r    if 

JL.      » 

m 

! 

1         r      \         1 

1                          1      J   m 

J       '      J     •    1 

?m      S 

* 

M 

■ 

J        J    *  •, 

a        « 

» 

\^\>      *  .     "      -        # 

5  ■    J     5     u« 

J      s 

» 

J 

On 
On 
On 
On 

-ly 

-  ly 

-ly 
-ly 

•#- 

H — 

Je- 
Je  - 

Je- 
Je- 

sus, 
sus, 
sus, 
sns, 

•#- 

on  - 
on  - 
on  - 
on  - 

»  • 

ly 

ly 

ly 

■#- 

Je- 

Je  - 
Je  - 
Je- 

r 

sus 
sus 
sus 
sus 

1 

Thro'  the 
Hears  the 
Loves  me 
Breaks  the 

•            «            «            • 

1 

wil-der  -  ness  can 
fainting  spir-it's 
not-withstand-ing 

si  -  lence  of    the 

1 

lead; 

cry; 

all; 

tomb; 

r-' 

\A'^      ^ 

^ 

iv 

1 

u                                           ' 

0                 0 

»      ^   m 

4f^          I 

^.Jt 

; 

L 

K  ' 

m 

p 

1 

1              :        -    . 

5       S 

J  ^      \            y        \ 

'. 

P      k 

U      '      1 

f        •         1 

' 

1 

• 

1 

^ 

1              1              -       »   '- 

1 

1 

Lj     1 

:^j 


=1*^ 


^ 


-2^ 
I 

On    -    ly    Je  -  sus,     on    -    ly    Je  -  pus  Thro'  the       wil-der  -  ness  can     lead. 
On    -    ly    Je  -  sus,     on    -    ly    Je  -  sus  Hears  the       fainting  spir-it's     cry. 
On    -    ly    Je  -  sus,     on    -    ly    Je  -  sus  Loves  me       not-withstand-ing      all.  . 
Ou    -    ly    Je  •  sus,    ou    -    ly    Je  -  sus  Breaks  the     si-lence    of     the    tomb. 

#^p ^- 


Cof^Fi^Ut,    ^V5,  by  Robert  Lowry, 
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No.  19. 


SPEED  THE  TIDINGS. 


Kanny  J.  Crosby. 

is 


"Go ye  into  all  the  world." — Mark  16:  15. 


Rohert  Lowry. 


1.  Speed  the    ti  -  dings    o'er   the     o  -  cean,  Where  the  storm-y        bil  -  lows  roll ; 

2.  Speed  the    ti  -  dings,    do    not     lin  -  ger,  Lest      the  moments   wing  their  flight ; 

3.  Oh,       the  prom-ised    day     is      com -ing,  When   the  chil-dreu    from   a    -    far 


-4       ^ 


t.       t. 


#-       -^ 


mi=^^ 


zEz± 


_,_•_ 


:^ 


Fn — •-* — -  *" 

tr—r-. 0 


¥ 


s»— ^ 


Bid  the  trumpet  of  the  Gos-pel  Sound  a -loud  from  pole  to  pole. 
Call  the  na  -  tions  from  their  i  -  dols,  Out  of  dark-ness  in  -  to  light. 
Shall  with  us     pro  -  claim      the     glo  -  ry       Of        a  Bright  and  Morning    Star. 


^ 


^dbi: 


^ 


CHOKTS. 

1 

^           1                  1 

1 

J"     1       1 

0  ft  J             .N      J          4 

m  « 

...  J  .  ,.J      _| 

..  [    ..  -f>-..|. 

fe  ^  •    t=s=i=\ 

: 

=±=5               ^ 

i — 

—0—r 

;   0    g= 

Lg_  *^J^_^=H 

Speed    the    ti  -  dings, joy 

-   ful    ti  -  dings,  To 

i ^ 

the  isles  be  -  yond    the  sea ; 

Cj;^_f_ i 1 \ 

^-T- 

— # — k — f- 

-± i»— ^ r- 

""t* p     ^ 

'Jv   0 • • • 

1              >       \            1    • 

-^ >— ^ 1— 

^-F — 

_^^_l L_ 

1        i      ,^^ =: 

^E?E»E3EtE^E^E!a«3E^EEEg 


-#-^^ ^—0- 


Tell       the  sto  -  ry        of        re  -  demption  Thro'  a     Sav  -  iour,  full     and    free. 

--■•■■*■       -       ■»   #    0   ■*-  -r-      T- 


EEEE 
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Copyright.  1894.  by  Robert  Lowry. 
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No.  20. 


THE  ROCK  OF  FAITH. 


I'rank  M.  Davis. 


1.  On  the  Rock  of  faith  I     am  build  -  ing,  Building  for     e  -  ter  -   ni  -   ty, 

2.  On  the  Rock  of  faith  I     for-ev    -   er      Shall  my  soul's  sal-va  -  tion  rest, 
o.  On  the  Rock  of  faith  lies  the  vie  -fry,       O  -  ver-com-ing     e    -   vil  pow'rs, 

-ta *^— '^tTV =?-— T-1 \ \ 1 H^ S— -*- 


On  this  firm  en  -  dur-  ing  foun-da  -  tion,  Shall  my  place  of  ref-  uge  be. 
Though  the  storms  of  doubt  gather  round  me,  Yet  they  nev-er  here  mo  -lest. 
Lift-iugup      the     vail     of     the  dark-ness.  Making  sweeter  life's  brief  hours, 

N     ^ 

-,9-        N     ^  ■#-      ^  ., 

-J — ^  — ^ — \j     r     ^r — I — 
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Rock                of  faith  my 
„      «-iioRrs.                     s 

ref 

1 

- 

uge, 

ref       - 

Uge    of  my 

soul,; 

1 
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' -!rr==.4^ N r  —*— 

-^ -1 

W-f-'—r=^-^^ 

m    . 

-- — 

*      0 

^^—0 

;   ^  i — 

:>  ._    ^ 

"^    1     1     1          1          I 

Rock  of  faith          my        place 
■*-•#-           -0-g              ■#•  I 

of 

i    1    r  1 

ref-uge,  On  -ly 
^     ^     *-     ^ 

1          1          1      i^    i 

ref    -    uge            of     my  soul ; 

fPV         «                           «                           , 

r         w      u      ^ 

\        ■        w 

r    '     0       SI 

^•l           p      1              ' 

"b 

;  , 

^              ^ 

1       b     r              1  ■ 

u     T  \ 

-^  h  ^    r    1 

!•                             - 

»     r      1 

y' 

^    ^     ' 1 

Lp_J 1 

'     1 

&1^S 


:^s- 


I 


^: 


-75»- 


On     the  Rock  of    faith  safe  -  ly     rest  -  ing,  Though  the  stormy  bil-lows  roll. 


iig^= 


h2^ 


^ 


-^ p*- 


1^ 
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No.  21. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 


R.  L. 


'Ill  ■whom  we  have  redemption  through  His  blood." — Epk.  1 :  7. 

Robert  Lowrt. 


^ 


-1 


r^ 


^ 


— t -H F=««^ 

—I 9 _ . 1. 

-0 _ *     0  A 


r 


S 


-  ^^ — ^    • — • 

1.  To   Christ,  our  Lord  and  faithful  Friend,  A  grate-ful  song  we   raise; 

2.  He       left     the  honi  -  age  an  -  gels  give.    To  dwell  with  men  be-low  ; 

3.  And  when  we  reach  our  home  a  -  bove,  And   tell  our  triumphs  o'er, 

,      ,     ,  ,  .  .  .        .    j^. 


His 

He 

We'll 


t^=9- 


=J^= 


iS'-i- 


g 


1"^ 


ciioRrs. 

^ s 


r 


g-g— *-^ 


love     is      true   till      time  shall  end,  And   His  shall  be     the  praise. 

gave  His     life  that      we  might  live,  Be  -  cause   He  loved  us       so.      Sing    the 

sing  of       His    Re  -  deeming  Love,  And  praise  Him  ev  -  er  -  more. 

I         ••-  -0-  .       .  -^  -P-         ^.  N         > 


m 


?t=^ 


^^ 


-■9-^ 


song,  sing  the  song,  the  SDng  of  Love,  the  song  of  Love, 


Nr--^ 


^± 


i 


Sing  the  song, 


the  jov'ful  song, 


That  fills  the  courts  above. 


i3ijr_^ — J^  -T. — Z — .vZZ3_i_^3rr__;--ft — ! — I T~l- — ^— ^  -•— f — •— -•-  -i 


Singthe  song,  sng  the  song,  the  joyful  song,  the  joyful  soug. 

Copyrisht,  1895,  by  Robcri  Lowry, 
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No.  22.         JESUS  OF  NAZARETH  DIED  FOR  ME. 


Wm.  H.  Clark. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRiCK.    By  per. 


=]: 


m$ 


i^zizfl: 


-e — ^# 1 ^ 

■#•-#•       -#■-#■ 


--A- 


r 


3^ 


I: 


1.  I  'm  help-less,  Lord,  to  Thee     I      fly.      In  mer  -  cy  hear    me  when    I     cry, 

2.  I     know  Thou  wilt  my  sins     forgive,    For  Thou  hast  bid  me  turn  and  live, 

3.  My  Sav-iournow    is    lift  -    ed     up,      I    look     to  Him,  my     on  -  ly  hope, 

4.  And  now     I    hear  Thy  pard'ning  voice,  That  bids  me  in     Thy  love    re-joice. 


mm 


:tif=)c 


^=^: 


-N— T" 


^ 


^=:^- 


^^^ 


While  now  I  urge  one  on  -  ly  plea:  Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  a-reth  died 
With  long  -  ing  heart  I  come  to  Thee  :  Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  a-reth  died 
I  trust  Thy  word  and  press  the  plea:  Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  a-reth  died 

My      soul  doth   triumph  in      the  plea:    Je  -  sus  of  Naz- a-reth  died 


for  me! 
for  me! 
for  me! 
for  me! 


:^=p: 


-#-— 


-fci^ 


:fc=r 


■s^-v- 


>^gTT 


=?L^=J 


M 


^ 


ss 


RKFIi.4IN. 

> N — N- 


— N- 

3t: 


T^- 


3! 


— N       S-  S 


• 0-7 

Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  a-reth  died    for  me,  Died  to  re-deem  me  and  set     me  free. 


!=Fi(- 


:i£=^=<i=-B^ 


This      is     my  hope,  my     on  -  ly  plea:  Je  -  sus  of  Naz  -  a-reth  died  for  me! 


^^^^ 


:!2: 


5^ 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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No.  23. 


Who  is  ready? 


W.  H.  D. 


W,  H.  DoANfi. 


And      ac  -  cept     the  terms  of     par  -  don,     Of -fered   in       His  Ho 

That       by    sim  -  pie  faith  in     Je     -  sus,     His      for- give  -  ness  will 

Who     wiir  bear     the  (ios  -  pel  Ban  -    ner,  With       a     bold      and  fear 

I    would  like       to  find  the  Sav    -  ioiir,  Come     at   once, with  -  out 


-6>- 

ly     Word, 
re    -  ceive. 
less     hand, 
de  -  lay. 


CnoRrs. 


1 1^ — I — I — I- 

i=-!3=-i!=z-:i:zEi: 
-' — ^ » — r^jr 


Do    not   wait 


i 


3EEI 


oth  -  er       mo  -  ment.  Now    be  -  gin     your    life        a  -    new, 


_» ^^- 


r    y    ^  ^  I 


Kail. 


Copjrlfhl,  1893.  bj  W.  H.  Doant 
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No.  24.    THERE  'S  A  PROMISE  FROM  THE  LORD. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 


Hal  -  le  -  lu 

Hal  -  le  -  lu 

Hal  -  le  -  lu 

Hal  -  le  -  lu 


jah, 
jail, 
jah, 
jah, 

(» 


And  that  prom  -  ise 

For  my  strength  is 

I  am       hap  -  ]->y 

And  in        glo    -  ry 

.0-  -«.       .«-       .p. 


at 

-•- 


be- 
the 
His 
His 


lieve,  Praise  His 

Lord,  Praise  His 

love.  Praise  His 

feet  Praise  His    name. 


name. 
name, 
name. 


Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,    I      am  trust-ing     in    the  Lord,  Hal- le  -  lu  -  jah, 

:t=t=t==t=t:: 


!.  -^- 


~t: 


=^=^— ^ 


i=i-=-«riz=^=-^^J^H; 


-— 1 — — I — . 


Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Hal -le  -  lu  -  jah,     I     am  trust-ing     in    the  Lord, Praise  His  name. 


^ ■> V 


Qopyright.  1895,  by  W,  g.  p.)an?. 
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No.  25. 


MY  FAITH  IS  STAYED  ON  THEE. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 

_^^ — K-A 


A.  M.  Howard. 

^  4- 


.0.   _e 

1.  My  faith  is  stayed  on  Thee.O    Lord, Re-deem-er, King    di  -  vine,     My  soid  re  -  joic  -es 

2.  My  spir  -  it  leans  on  Thee, O  God,  Thou  art  my  Sun    and    Song,  Thine  ev- er   last- ing 

3.  My  faith  is   fixed  on  Thee  a  -  lone,  No  oth  -  er  hope  have  I ;        Thy  sav-ing  grace  and 

fr • • 1 rl F 0 1 i-l-^l .-I rl ! \- 


=J=S=:p&=:S=g=t:=[:t=P=?=-p=Fi-t=i=l 


in  Thy  Word, I  claim  each  promise  mine. 
Arms  are  broad,  A  ref  -  uge  true  and  stron 
pow'r  I    own,  And  on  Thy  love     re  -   ly. 

.0-        -0.      Ik-I        .^-      .0-  ,y-^ 


=P 


I  go  from  strength  to  strength  each  day,Re- 
I  know    in  whom    I     put     my  trust, Nor 
Thy  pard'ning  blood  can  cleanse  my  soul,  And 

-o-     -m-  -•-     -o-   -•-     -m-   -•-    -•- 

j=jzgzr-r----=t:=f.=tT£-— ii=i=?=q 


4^t- 


H-h— I'^-J— 


I  .  I 

freshed, O  God,    by     Thee,  And  all      a- long    my  pil-grim  way.  Thy  guiding  hand  I     see. 
can       I     be       dis  -  mayed, For  Thou  art  kind  and  good  and  just, On  whom  my  faith  is  stayed. 
wash   it  white   as     snow.     O  Sav-iour,come  and  make  me  whole, Thy  blessing  now  bestow. 


;p^pziiprt=it=t=t=pf=S-f=f-Er 
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No.  26. 


BENEATH  HIS  WINGS. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


\V.  11.  DoANE. 


am  trust  -  ing  Him  wlio  died  for 
am  trust  -  ing  Him  the  strong  to 
will    trust     my       Sav-iour       all         the 


y 


me,         And       I      bless    His 
save,       He       has      pur-chased 
way.        To       the     pearl  -  y 


"^ 


name   that   grace      is       free.      How     my     soul    for     joy  breaks  forth      and     sings, 
life       be  -  yond     the     grave,       O        the    pure   de  -  light    His    pres   -  ence  brings, 
gates      of       end  -  less      day,        Till        a       vie  -  tor  crown    in     heav'n    I         wear, 

f_^-* • a — ^_^ m V — • n e__j *•   ^    g- 

^       I    !  I  'v       rr b-- 


M 


y 


-x—\' 


Refr.\in. 


While        I  rest      in      peace     be  -  neath 

While        I  rest      in      peace     be  -  neath 

Then      I  '11     praise  His    name    for   -   ev 


His  wings. 
His  wings, 
er       there. 


am  trust  -  nu 


ilzl?=fe=lEEj: 


-=^-=^-=^ 


qzzzq 2—X- — sv— il=F« — ii '^ — 

« « S « 1 1 — \ ^ ! — 


I         am  trust  -  ing     And      my     soul  with  ho  -  ly      rap  -  tare    sings, 
-9  •       -»--#-  -•-         -•-         -«-      -•-  I 

^^^-^ — «-,-^t r    r— ti-  p    g-rf— at — '^b^- 


c — ^z — t:_x-__* — •_  « — 5, tf^^    g^ — fk — . 


r 


Id: 


t 


am  trust  -  ing.  While      I        rest    in   peace  be-neath     His   wings. 


1 h h- 


-^- 


it==^: 


-^ 


t 


Coprright,  189o,  by  W.  H.  Doano. 
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No.  27. 


NOT  FAR  PROM  THE  KINGDOM. 


Annie  M    Stowe. 

-4 


\V.    H.    DOANE. 


1.  Not     far     from  the    king-dom,  (3     words     of  the  Lord,  How  deep  -  ly      im - 

2.  Not     far     from  the    king-dom,  make  haste      to  re-ceive,    The     par-  don  He 

3.  Not     far     from  the    king-dom,  wiiere    all      may  pre-pare,15right  man  -  sions  of 

-^-  -•-      -^- 


:Eb=:4=N=:E^: 


'0 0 •-- 0 — r  • • ^— 


press  -  ive  they  come  from  His  word.  He  spoke  them  so  kind-ly.  He 
of  -  fers  to  those  who  be  -  lieve,  From  love's  ten-  der  plead-ing  what 
glo   -  ry,       with      Je   -     sus    to   share,     Not     far      from   the  king-dom,       O 


9i, 


§£ 


m 


?=g 


fc5=4 


speaks  tliem  to  -  day.  The  nar -row  gate  is  o-  pen,  we  can  still  hear  Him  say. 
keeps  you  a  -  way.  The  Sav -iour  now  is  call-ing,  we  can  still  hear  Him  say. 
come  while  you  may,  The     Sav-iournow  is    wait-ing,  we    can     still  hear  Him  say. 


keeps  thee     a-  way,  Comc,0    come     to     thy  Lord,     O      be  -  lieve     on     His  word. 

■^  -If- 


:t=l 


Copjrlglit,  189J,  by  W.  H.  Doane. 
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NOT  FAR  FROM  THE  KINGDOM.     Concluded. 


call  -   ing,     gen    -  tly        call  -   ing,     will     you      come,  come  to  -  day. 


No.  28. 


GIVE  THY  HEART  TO  ME. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
Solo. 


\V.    11.    DOANE. 


1.  Hark  !  there  comes  a  whis 

2.  With    that  voice    so  gen 

3.  Wouldst  thou  find     a      ref 

4.  At      the     cross    of     Je 


-•-  -     _  y         y 

per  Steal -ing     on      thin-e     ear; 'T  is  the  Sav  -  iour 

tie,  Dost    thou  hear    Plim     say,    Tell  me    all       Thy 

uge  For    thy   soul    op-press'd .^  Je     -  sus    kind-  ly 

sus      Let    thy    bur  -  den      fall,  While  He    gen  -  tly 

•-    A    ft  J       -i5>-      -•-•  5-»-    -^ 


m^ 


calling.   Soft,    soft  and  clear 

sor-rows, Come, come  a-way. 

answers,    I         am   thy  rest. 

whis-pers,  I'll     bear     it    all. 

^'    ■•-   4, 


Give   thy  heart   to      me, 


Once 


Just  now. 


=t: 


t 


t:-p!?±i*: 


died  for 


-y — V — 


^_-z::f_: 


lieEl 


thee;  Hark!     hark! 

O     come,      '  ' 

-•-       •-      -•-       -•-  -•- 


thy    Sav- iour  calls,     Come,     sin  -  ner, 

-^        -•         -•-         -  _  -0- 


Qop7Tl|bt,  1879,  t>j  W.  H.  I>o«De. 
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No.  29. 


WALK  AND  TALK  WITH  JESUS. 


Martha  E.  Oliver 


\V.  H.  DOANE. 


9i.fc* 


1.  Come, walk  and  talk  with     Je  -    sus, 

2.  Come, tell     your  love  and  long  -  ing, 

3.  If    doubts   and  cares  are  vex  -  ing, 

4.  His     bound-less  love  and  nier  -    cy 


4d?: 


:t: 


'^§=S=i^^ 


::T- 


-^-r- 


In  fel  -  low-  ship  com  -  plete  ; 

And  clasp  your     Fa   -  ther's  hand ; 

Talk  with  your     faith  -  ful      Friend; 

Can  ev  -  'ry        need  sup     -    ply; 


t 


Bring  all      your     joys     and     sor  -  rows,      And    lay     them     at  1 1  is      feet. 

The     bro  -  ken     speech  may     fal  -    ter.       But      He       will     un     -     der    -  stand. 
Tell      ev  -     'ry  thought  to        Je  -     sus.       And      on       Ilis      strength  de  -    pend. 


His      dai  -    ly      grace     re  -  stores    us.       Like     man  -   na      from 


hiuh. 


9i#: 


t 


^ 


T- 


O        bless        -         -       ed     thought.  It     cheers    the     dark  -  est       day, 

O         bless  -  ed  thought,  O        bless  -  ed  tliought, 

-•-  -•-  -•-  _  -  -  _|Q„  ' 


•- • ^ • r  ^- 1 


^=^' 


-:=\- 


-J-J— J 


d=4=rrt 


'iigl^;^3i^0 


To     walk    and     talk    with      Je  -     sus,       While    jour-neving   on     our       way, 


:t-— -r 


C}p;ri;bt,  18dl,  bj  W.  H.  Dout. 


No.  30. 


JESUS  IS  PASSING  THIS  WAY. 


Gently.      .       s      . 

— \- 

W.  H.  DOANE. 

— s— 1 1 ' 1 

mB^^-i=i~ 

:tti= 

— •— 

^ — N- 

-J    i= 

1 

--A \r^^^ 

4J-  ^-*^*     -J 

»T                ^ 

1^  • 

t^    -^    -^ 

"^i^i- 

1.  Is  there     a  heart  that 

is 

wait  - 

ing,        Long-ing 

for  par  - 

don 

to  -      day? 

2.  Coming   in     love  and 

in 

nicr 

-  c)-.     Quick-  ly 

no\y    un 

-  to 

Him     go; 

3.  Lis-  ten,  the  Spir  -  it 

is 

call 

ing,       Je  -    sus 

will   free 

-Iv 

for  -     give  ; 

4.  He     is     so     ten  -  der 

and 

lov  - 

ing,        He      is 

so  near 

you 

to   -      day ; 

^  «-#-    -ft     f:    -^- 

B»- 

r-C— 

— i— — • — 

-•  — 
— k — 

^_^ 

^    >i  U — y     U     U     17 

=•- 

-^ 

H 1 

— h- — b— 

— b'— 

1 

1 

-^ F— 

-J    t^h      P         :J 

Hear  the  glad  mes-sage    we     bring  you,      Je  -     sus  is     pass  -  ing  this  way. 

O-   pen  your  heart   to     re  -  ceive  Him,     Far  -  don  and  peace  He '11  be  -  stow. 

Why  not    this     mo-ment  ac  -   cept  flim?  Trust      in  God's  mer- cy    and  live. 

O  -  pen  your  heart  to      re-    ceive  Him,  While  He     is     pass- ing     this  way. 


±-lti 


_-5-j£ 


-^-r-\- 


^^^igr 


i^:;=]--i= 


J. 


•-r- 


Je  -  sus    is    passing   this  way,     .     ,     .         This  way,     ...         to  -  day  ;     .     .     . 
Je-SMS     is     pass-ing,    is     pass-ing  this  way,      Is    pass-ing  this  way,    Is     pass- ing  to-day; 


=f=t!S=cz=fc^?=8=tt=fc* 


:ti=t:— t::=t:=p8=S=zfzr^--: 


rit. 


3=fcFi£EjH:-j=E.^^3FS^|;| 


Je  -  sus    is     pass  -ing  this     way,     .     .     . 
way     to  -  day, 

-#-  -  ..  -•-         -#-         -•-  M  ^  -^- 

J=P 


Is     pass-ing  this  way       to  -    day. 


llupjright,  1895,  bj  W.  H.  Doi 


No.  31. 


REST  IN  THE  LORD. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


\V.  H.  DOANE. 


1.  I         am  rest    -  iiig     in        the  Lord,    Trust  -  ing  on        His      gra-cious    word; 

2.  Thro'    the  Sjiir   -  it's  pow'r    Di  -  vine,    Sweet- est  com    -  fort     now      is       mine; 

3.  In        my  hour       of     dai   -   ly  pray'r,     God      is  i>re  -  cious,  God      is       there ; 

4.  By        af  -  flic   -  tion  sore  -  ly   tried,    Grace    my  heart      has      pur   -   i     -    fied; 

—ft W- 

^ •- 


9^).^^^=t==t 


-^— 


iJI 


in    won  -    der    while      I       see 


His 


maz    -    ing     love 


He      h.as  made      my       an  -  chor  sure.       On      the     Rock        I      stand     se  -   cure. 
Near  -  er      to         His  throne     I     come,     Near  -  er        to  my    heav'n  -  ly      home. 

Grace    lias  made      me     what       I       am,        Hal  -  le    -    lu     -     jah       to        the     Lamb. 

-— _ *_1 « I*-! ^ 1»_! 0 ^ ^ 1 1 1 1— 

-g — '^ — fj^T — - — ^~ — ^~^ 


-+-. l-r — '-'- 


Chorus. 


:5— : 


^-^ 


^-#— ^- 


am    rest       -       nig     m 
rest-ing,  rest-ing 


the    Lord,  Trust-ing     in       His   gra-cious    word; 

the  Lord,  , 


[V     S     I 
±i!=f±zi*z:Er-pizg=r_i=p=>-Fl E^nz^ 


^J 


-I- — t 


V — ^-+|g- 


Glo  -   ry    now,  by   faith     I      see.  This    is   more    than  life    to 

glo  -ry  now  I     see. 


.(»_(»_ft_ 


QopyriRhl,  IBM.  bj  W,  H,  D(|»ni., 
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No.  32. 


COME  TO  THE  GREAT  PHYSICIAN. 


Annie  M.  Stowe. 


A.  M.  Howard. 

-A- 


1.  O       wea    -  ry    bur-dened  souls      op-prest,    Come  to  the  Great  Phy  -  si  -  cian, 

2.  Be  -  hold,     He  now       is      pass  -  ing    by,      Come  to  the  Great  Phy  -  si  -  cian, 

3.  O      hear      the  warn  -  ing    voice  with  -  in.      Come  to  the  Great  Phy  -si  -  cian, 

4.  With  His    dear  name  your    on   -    ly    plea,    Come  to  the  Great  Phy  -  si  -  cian, 

^.     -».  ^-     -,.       ^-     .0.  '      - 


V — •— ->— b- — fc/ — t^ 


He  longs     to    heal     and     give     you  rest,     He     feels    your  sad  con  -  di  -  lion. 

He  left     His    Fa  -  ther's  throne  on    high,     To     help    your  sad  con  -  di  -  ti(jn. 

His  blood  will  cleanse  from  ev    -   'ry     sin,    Ar.cl  change  your  sad  con  -  di  -  tion. 

No  pow'r    but     His     can    make    you  free   From    this     your  sad  con  -  di  -  tion. 


9i8=t 


way,     .     .        He  knows  and     pit  -  ies    your    sor  -  row, 
to-  day,  -- — ^ 


=^=t 


^-¥ 


t: 


t=i=t=ti=:p^ 


No    Ion  -  ger     de  -  lay,  but  seek  Him  to- day,    O     why  do  you  wait  the    mor-row. 
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Copjrigbt,  ISO's  bj  W.  H.  Doane. 
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WORKING  FOR  THE  LORD. 


Rev.  H.  C.  McCooK, 
Solo. 


\V.  D.  Howard. 


1.  The     Sav-  -  iour's  work  -  ers  are  in     line, 

2.  Go  spread  the     Gos  -  pel  thro'  the  earth, 

3.  O,        Je  -    sus  strength-en  ev    -  'ry  heart, 

4.  And  when     we     cease    at  set   -  ting  sun. 


Work  -  ing  for  the  Lord, 

Work  -  ing  for  tlie  Lord, 

Work  -  ing  for  the  Lord, 

Work  -  ing  for  the  Lord, 


With     joy  -  ful  haste   the     ranks     we     join. 

Pro  -  claim  to  all      the     Sav  -  iour's  worth 

To      bear  a  faith-  ful       ser  -  vant's  part 

Lord        of  the  vine -yard    say:     well  done. 
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W^ork  -  ing   for  the  Lord. 

Work  -  ing    for  the  Lord. 

Work-  ing    for  the  Lord. 

Work  -  ing   for  the  Lord. 
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No.  34. 


WEXL  WORK  TILL  JESUS  COMES. 


Mrs.  Elizaueth  Mills. 


Dr.  Wm.  MiLLEK.     Arr.  byW.  J.  K. 


II''  I 

1.  Oh,  land     of    rest     for    thee      I      sigh,  When  will      the     mo-ment  come, 

2.  No    tran-quil  joys     on    earth     I    know,     No  peace  -  ful,   shelt'ring  dome ; 

3.  To     Je  -  sus  Christ    I      fled     for    rest;     He     bade     me  cease    to     roam, 

4.  I    sought    at   once  my     Sav-ior's   side,     No    more    my  steps  shall  roam ; 


Jl 


J. 


9i 


$=|: 


I 


^=n 


m — i 


^ 


^ 


stji 


I  I      I       •    ^ 

When  I  shall  lay  my  ar  -  mor  by,  And  dwell  m  peace  at 
This  world's  a  wil  -  der  -  ness  of  woe,  This  world  is  not  my 
And  lean  for  sue  -  cor  on  His  breast  Till  He  con  -  duct  me 
With  Him     I'll   brave  death's  chill-ing  tide,    And  reach    my  heav'n-ly 


home? 
home, 
home, 
home. 
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We'll  work,                till 
We'll  work, 
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sus  comes,  We'll  work,               till 
We'll  work, 

Je- 

sus  comes. 
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We'll  work,  till     Je    -   sus  comes,  And  we'll      be     gath  -  ered  boms 

We'll  work. 
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By  permission. 
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AT  THE  CROSS. 


R.  E.  Hudson.     By  per. 


1.  A    -   las!     and  did    my     Sav  -  iour  bleed,  And    did     my   Sovereign    die? 

2.  Was     it        for  crimes  that    I      have  done,  He  groaned  up  -  ou     the     tree? 

3.  But  drops    of  grief  can   ne'er     re  -  pay     The    debt    of    love      I       owe* 


^^- 
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Would  He      de-vote  that     sa  -  cred  head    For    such     a    worm    as       I? 

A  -   maz  -  ing    pit  -   y,     grace     un-known,  And   love     be  -  yond    de  -  gree ! 
Here,  Lord,    I     give    my-  self        a  -  way,   'Tis       all     that      I       can     do! 


Mpr^ 


At      the  cross,     at      the  cross.  Where  I        first   saw     the    light,  And    the 
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bur-den  of     my  heart  rolled  a  -  way.  It    was  there  by    faith 

rolled  a  -  way, 
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AT  THE  CROSS.     Concluded. 
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I        re-ceived    my  sight,  And    now     I       am     hap  -  py      all      the     day. 


i] 


1 — \- 


^3^ 


^— TV- 


F=^= 


No.  36. 


I.  Watts 


VARINA.     C.  M.  D. 

'  Thine  eyes  shall  behold  the  land  that  is  very  far  off.'' 

Geo.  F.  Root.    By  per. 
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1  I  There   is        a     land  of     pure     de  -  light,  Where  saints  im-mor  -  tal     reign  ;  ) 

■  1 E     -    ter  -  nal    day  ex  -  eludes  the  nigh,  And    pleas-ures  ban  -  ish     pain.   ) 

2  /  Sweet  fields  be -yond  the     swell -ing  flood.  Stand  dressed  in    liv  -   ing  green;  f 

■  I  So        to      the  Jews  old       Ca  -  naan  stood,  While  Jor  -  dan  rolled  be  -  tweeu.  )' 
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There  ev  -   er  -  last  -  ing   spring   a  -  bides,  And     nev  -  er  -  with-'ring    flowers; 
Could  we    but  climb  where  Mo  -  ses    stood.  And   view  the  land-scape      o'er, 
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Death,  like     a      nar  -  row       sea,     di  -  vides    This  heav'n-ly     land  from    ovirs. 


Not      Tor-dan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood,  Should  fright  us  from  the     shore. 
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SOFTLY  AND  TENDERLY. 


W.  L  T. 

Very  slow. 


pp 


Will  L.  Thompson. 
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1.  Soft  -  ly   and  ten-der- ly      Je  -  sus    is    call-ing,     Calling  for   you  and  for      me; 

2.  Why  should  we  tar -ry  when  Je  -  sus    is  pleading,  Pleading  for   you  and  for      me? 

3.  Time  is  now  fleet-ing, the  mo-ments  are  pass-ing, Passing  from  you  and  from  me; 

4.  Oh,  for  the  won-der  -ful    love  He  has  promised,  Promised  for  you  and  for      me  ; 


p=r-7— r 77— »- — • — • • 1^ ^  — I 


See  at   the  por-tals  He  's  waiting  and  watching,  Watching  for   you  and  for 

Why  should  you  lin-ger  and  heed  not  Plis  mer-cies,   Mer- cies   for   you  and  for 

Shad-ows  are  gath-er  -  ing, death-beds  are  com-ing,  Com-ing     for   you  and  for 

Tho'  we  have  sinn'd  He  has  mer  -  cy  and   par  -  don, Par-don     for   you   and  for 


me. 
me? 
me. 
me. 
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Chorus. 
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Come  home.           Come     home;                 Ye   who   are  wea-ry    come   home; 

Come  home,                      Come  home,  

h     1^  ^^  I  ,    ' — 
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Earn-est-ly,  ten  -  der-ly,     Je-sus    is  call-ing,     Call-ing,  O    sin-ner,  come    home! 

^    N 


Bj  DormiBsion  of  Wii 


L.  THOa 


I  &  Co.,  E.  Livcipool,  0.  and  the  TaoM 


Co.,  Chicaso,  lU. 


38 


No.  38. 


JESUS  ONLY. 


Hattie  M.  Conrey. 
-N-r4- 


i653 
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"They  saw  no  man,  save  Jesus  only." 


Rev.  R.  Lowry.    By  per. 


— N- 


1.  What  tho'  clouds  are   hov'ring  o'er    me,     Aud       I  seem 

2.  What   tho'  all 

3.  What   tho'  all 
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• • :^ 

to     walk     a  -  lone — 
my  earth  -  ly  jour  -  ney   Bring-eth  naught  but  wea  -  ry  hours, 
my  heart    is  yearn-ing      For    the  loved  of    long     a  -  go — 


4.  When      I    soar      to  realms  of   glo  -  ry,      And     an    en-trance     I        a  -  -wait, 
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Long-ing  'mid  my  cares  aud  cross-es.  For  the  joys  that  now  are  flown — 
And,  in  grasp-ing  for  life's  ros  -  es.  Thorns  I  find  in-stead  offlow'rs — 
Bit  -  ter  les  -  sons  sad  -  ly  learn-ing,  From  the  shad-owy  page  of  woe^ — 
If  I   whis  -  per,  "  Je  -  sus    on  -  ly !  "  Wide  will  ope    the  pearl  -  y  gate  ; 
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If     I've   Je  - 

sus, 

"Je  -  sus   on  -  ly," 

Then  my  sky 

will    have     a    gem; 

If      I've   Je  - 

sus, 

"Je  -  sus   on  -  ly," 

I       pos-sess 

a     clus  -  ter  rare ; 

If     I've   Je  - 

sus. 

"Je  -  sus   on  -  ly," 

He'll     be  with 

me     to    the  end; 

When  I    join 

the 

heav'n-ly    cho  -  rus. 

And     the    an  - 

gel  hosts    I      see, 
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He's      a   Sun      of   brightest  splendor.  And   the  Star      of    Beth  -  le  -  hem. 

He's   the  "  Lil  -  y       of     the  Val  -  ley,"  And   the  "  Rose  of  Shar  -  on  "  fair. 

And,    un-seen     by    mor  -  tal    vis  -  ion.  An  -  gel  bands  will  o'er    me  bend. 

Pre-cious  Je  -  sus,  "Je  -  sus    on  -  ly,"  Will  my  theme  of   rapt  -  ure   be. 
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No.  39. 


COME  WITH  REJOICING. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
With  animation. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRiCK,  by  per. 
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Sing  to 

Sing  to 

Sing  to 

Sine;  to 


the  Lord, to    God   our    Fa  -  ther,  Speakof  Mis  goodness  from  day    to     day; 

the  Lord, our  great  Redeem- er,      Sing  He     is    ris  -  en,  with  sav- ing  might ; 

the  Lord, the    Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,      Spir  -  it      of  truth, our     a  -  bid -ing  friend; 

the  Lord,  to   God   our    Fa -ther,    Sing  to    our  Sav-iour,    e   -  ter  -  nal    Son; 
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Make  known  His  glory,    tell     of   His  wis-dom,  Sing  how  His  kindness   il-luminesour  way. 
Strong  to      de-liv  -  er, praise  Him  for- ev  -  er,   Sing  His   sal  -  va-tion, His  kingdom  of  light. 
Comfort  -  er   ho  -  ly,    Spir  -  it      of  guidance.  Welcome  Him  tru-ly,    let  prais  -  es  ascend. 
Sing   to    the  Spir -it,    hon  -  or  and  wor-ship, Power  and  do-min  -  ion,  the  Three  in    One. 
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Chorus. 


-a/-=— ^ 


^=i 


nJ- 


Come  with    re-joic  -  ing,come  with  re-joic  -  ing,  Come  with  re-joic  -ing,praise  ye    the  Lord  ; 
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Sing    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  sing  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Sing  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  praise  ye    tlie  Lord. 
«         ^       ^  •         1  ^'^    ^      ^     ^     m.   m  f-     -^-     -•-•-•-    /^  . 
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Copjrljht,  1888,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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Bm&HTLY  G-LEAMS  OITR  BANNER. 


"  Lift  ye  up  a  banner  upon  the  high  mountains.''' 


Rev.  Thomas  J.  Potter, 


Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 


1.  Brightly  gleams  our  ban-ner,  Pointing  to    the  sky,  Waving  wand'rers  on-ward, 

2.  Je  -  sus,  Ivord  and  Mas  -  ter,  At    thy    sa-cred  feet,  Here  with  hearts  re-joic  -  ing, 

3.  All      our  days  di  -  rect      us.   In    the  way  we    go,  Lead  us     on  vie  -  to  -  rious 

4.  Then  with  saints  and  an  -  gels  May  we  join    a  -  bove,  OflF 'ring  endless  prais- es 
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To  their  home  on  high;  Journeying  o'er  the  des    -    ert,  Glad-ly    thus  we  pray, 

See  thy  chil-dren  meet;  Oft  -  en  have  we    left      Thee,  Oft -en  gone   a-stray, 

O  -  ver  ev  -  'ry    foe ;     Bid  Thine  angels  shield    us,  When  the  storm-clouds  lower, 

At  Thy  throne  of  love ;  When  the  toil  is      o    -    ver,  Then  comes  rest  and  peace,- 
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And  with  hearts  u  -  nit    -    ed.  Take    our  heav'nward  way. 

Keep  us,  might-y    Sav  -  iour,  In        the    nar-row     way.    Brightly  gleams  our 

Par  -  don  Thou  and  save        us     In        the    last  dread   hour. 

Je   -    sus     in    His  beau  -  ty  ; — Songs  that  nev  -  er      cease. 
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ban  -  ner,  Pointing  to   the   sky,   Waving  wand'rers  onward  To  their  homes  on  high. 
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No.  41. 


YE  MUST  BE  BOKN  AGAIN. 


"  Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  thee,  except  a  man  be  born  again,  he  Cannot  s^e  ikd  kmg'^oiyt  of  Gdci.' 
W.  T.  Sleeper.  '  Geo.  C.  Stbbbins.    By  per. 
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1.  A     rul  -  er   once      came         to     Je  -  sus     by  night,    To        ask  Him  the 

2.  Ye  chil-dren      of       men,  at -tend     to     the  word      So  sol-emn-ly 

3.  Oh,  ye    who  would  en  -  ter  that  glo  -  ri  -  ous     rest.     And     sing  with  the 

4.  A   dear   one     in      heav-en  thy  heart  yearns  to  see.     At    the  beau-ti  -  ful 
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way    to    sal  -  va  -tion  and  light;  The  Master  made  answer  in  words  true  and  plain 
ut-tered   by    Je  -  sus,  the  Lord,  And  let  not  this  message  to   you  be    in   vain, 
ransomed  the  song  of  the  blest;  The  life  ev  -  er -last-ing   if    ye  would  obtain, 
gate  may  be  watching  for  thee;  Then  list  to  the  note  of  this  sol-emn  re-frain, 
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"  Ye  must       be      born        a  -  gain, 
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gain,    a  -  gain,"  Ye    must  be       born    a  -  gain,     a  -  gain,     I        ver  -   i  -  ly. 
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YE  MUST  BE  BORN  AGAIN.    Concluded. 
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JESUS,  SAVIOUR,  PILOT  ME. 


Rev.  Edward  Hopper. 
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J.  E.  Gould. 
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l.Je   -   sus,   Sav  -  viour,  pi   -    lot      me,      O   -    ver   life's     tem  - pest-uous    sea; 

2.  As       a     moth  -  er       stills  her     child.  Thou  canst  hush  the       o  -  cean  wild  ; 

3.  When  at    last        I        near  the     shore.  And   the     fear  -  ful    break-ers     roar 
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Un-known  -waves  be  -fore  me  roll,  Hid  -  ing  rock  and  treach'rous  shoal ; 
Boist'rous  waves  o  -  bey  Thy  will,  When  Thou  say'st  to  them  "  Be  still!" 
'Twixt  me  and      the  peace-ful      rest,    Then,  while  lean  -  ing     on      Thy  breast, 
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No.  43. 


WONDROUS  LOVE. 


'God  so  loved  the  world." 


Mrs.  M.  Stockton. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer.    By  per. 
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1.  God  loved  the  world       of      sin  -  ners     lost     And    ru  -  ined   by       the   fall; 

2.  E'en  now   by    faith       I       claim  Him  mine,  The    ris  -  en     Son       of    God ; 

3.  Love  brings  the  glo  -  rious   full-  ness      in,     And    to  His  saints  makes  know: 

4.  Be  -  liev-ing   souls,     re  -  joic  -  ing       go;    There  shall  to     you      be   giv'n 

5.  Of      vie  -  fry    now    o'er     Sa  -  tan's  pow'r    Let     all     the    ransomed  sing 
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Sal  - 

va  -  tion   full. 

at 

high  -  est 

cost. 

He 

of  -  fers    free       to 

all. 

Re-demp  -  tion    by 

His 

death     I 

find. 

And  cleansing  thro'     the  blood. 

The  bless  -  ed     rest 

from 

in    -    bred 

sin, 

Thro'  faith  in  Christ      a  -  lone. 

A        glo  -rious  fore- 

taste, 

here       be  - 

low. 

Of     end  -  less    life       in  heav'n. 

And   tri  -  umph  in 

the 

dy     -     ing 

hour 

Thro'  Christ  the  Lord  our  King. 
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Oh,     'twas  love,  'twas     wondrous  love!   The  love       of     God       to      me; 
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No.  44. 


THE  LAMB  IS  THE  LIGHT  THEREOF. 


"And  the  lamb  is  the  light  thereof." 


Mrs.  E.  w.  Griswold. 


GEO.  C.  Stebbin-s.    By  per. 
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Lamb     is       the   light  there  -  of."      They    shall  walk     in    white,  there    shall 
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be         no       night      In        the   fade    -   less      home        a   -    bove;      And 
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shout  shall  ring    as     the  ransomed  sing.  Oh  !  "  the  Lamb  is  the  light  thereof.' 
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No.  45. 


AT  JESUS'  FEET. 


Thomas  McDougall. 


W.    H.  DOANE. 


I 

1.  I  love  to     sit      at      Je  -  sus'  feet.    In    pen-   i  -  tence  and  pray' r,  To  taste  the 

2.  I  love  to    sit      in     sor- row's  hour,\Vith-in    that  blest    re  -  treat,  And  feel  Ilis 

3.  I  love  in  sweet  com-mun  -  ion  there,  To  feel  our   spir- its    meet;  The  feast  is 


par-  don  ev  -  er  sweet,  He  free  -  ly  gives  me  there.  'T  is  there  I  love  to 
gra  -  cious  healing  pow'r  Steal  thro'  me  at  His  feet.  Andtheie  I  feel  the 
rich       be- yond  com- pare.     He  spreads  me    at     His   feet.    When  I       my     Fath-er's 
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plead  my  case, His  ten-der-ness  en- treat,  And  feel  His  lov  -  ing,melt- ing  grace, 
strength  to  dare,  And  all  my  foes  de  -  feat,  The  grace  each  cru  -  el  wrong  to  bear, 
home  shall  see, And     all  the  loved  ones  greet,  No  spot   will   be        so     dear  to      m0, 


(-F F 1 1 ri 1 A 


Within  me  at  His  feet. 
He  gives  me  at  His  feet, 
(js  sit  -  ting  at     His     feet. 


Par  -  don  sweet,at    His  feet,  ev  -  er    free, 


ev  -    er  free, 
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Pre-  cious  blood  like    a  flood  flows   to     me;  flows  to  me;   Come  to  Him, O  come  and 
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AT  JESUS'  FEET.     Concluded. 


live,     For      so     free  -  ly  He '11  forgive,    And    wash     all  your  sins       a 
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way. 
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No.  46. 


MORE  LIKE  JESUS. 


Fannie  J.  Crosby. 

Sluiv^  with  feeling . 


W.    H.  DOANE. 


1.  More  like  Jesus  would  I  be  ;  Let  my  Saviour  dwell  with  me, Fill  my  soul  with  peace  ami  love, 

2.  If     He  hears  the  raven's  cry  ;  If   His  ever  watchful  eye  Marks  the  sparrows  when  they  lall, 

3.  More  like  Je-sus  when  I  pray, More  like  Jesus  day    by  day,  May  I  rest  me    by  His  side, 

r--r— F-f=^r— r-r-T-'-r — r-r^=^^ r-r— ^-F- 


I?: 
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I 
Make   me  gen  -  tie      as       a     dove  ;  More  like  Je  -  sus,while  I     go,       Pil  -  grim  in       this 
Sure  -  ly    lie     will  hear    my  call.     He    will  teach  me  how  to    live.     All     my    sim  -  pie 
Where  the  tran-quil     wa  -  ters  glide  ;  Born  of  Him,  thro' grace  renew'd, By    His   love  my 


world   be-low;    Poor   in    Spir- it  would  I        be —  Let     my  Sav  iour  dwell  in       me. 

tho'ts  for-give  ;    Pure  in  heart    I     still  would  be —  Let     my  Sav -iour  dwell  in       me. 

will    subdued.    Rich  in  faith    I     still  would  be —  Let     my  Sav -iour  dwellin       me. 


Cop}rith^  1868,  bj  W.  U.  Vkoim, 
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No.  47. 


TELL  Me  the  old,  OLD  STORY. 


"  Tell  them  how  great  things  the  Lord  hath  done: 


Miss  Kate  Hankey. 


W.  H.  DOANE.    By  pet. 
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1.  Tell   me    the   Old,    Old     sto    -    ry,      Of    un  -  seen  things  a     -     bove,      Of 

2.  Tell   me    the   Sto  -  ry      slow  -  ly,     That   I       may   take      it        in—      That 
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Je  -  sus  and  'His 
wou-der-ful  re-de 
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love, 
sin 

Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry 
Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry 
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sim  -  ply,     As       to      a     lit  -  tie     child,     For     I     am  weak  and  wea  -  ry,    And 
oft   -    en,     For      I     for  -  get   so     soon,     The  "ear-ly    dew"    of  morn-ing    Has 
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CHORUS 


help-less  and  de  -  filed.         Tell  me  the  Old,  Old  Sto  -  ry,     Tell  me  the  Old,  Old 
passed  a  -  way  at    noon. 
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^ELL  MH  THll  OLD,  OLi)  STORY.     Concluded. 


Sto  --  ry,     Tell     me     the   Old,   Old   Sto  -  ry       Of     Je  -  sUs     and   His    love 
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No.  48. 


I  AM  COMING  TO  THE  CROSS. 


'Him  that  conteth  to  Me  I  "uiill  in  no  wise  cast  out.' 


Rkv.  Wm.  McDonald. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 


By  per. 


1.  I        am     com-  ing      to     the  cross;      I      am  poor   and   weak,   and   blind; 

2.  Long   my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee,    Long  has     e   -   vil   reigned  with  -  in  ; 

3.  Here   I     give      my      all      to  Thee,    Friends,  and  time,  and  earth-ly  store; 

4.  In     Thy   prom  -  is   -    es        I  trust,     Now     I       feel     the    blood   ap  -  plied ; 

5.  Je  -  SUS   comes!  He   fills   my  soul!     Per  -  feet  -  ed        in      Him     I      am; 
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I       am  count- ing     all     but     dross,      I     shall     full      sal  -  va  -  tion    find. 

Je  -  sus  sweet  -  ly  speaks  to      me, —  "I     will   cleanse  you  from  all      sin." 

Soul    and  bod    -    y  Thine     to      be, —    Whol-ly   Thine     for      ev  -  er  -  more. 

I       am  pros  -  trate   in      the      dust,       I    with   Christ   am     cru  -  ci   -    fied. 

I       am      ev    -    'ry   whit  made  whole :  Glo  -  ry,   glo    -    ry       to    the     Lamb. 
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D.  S.  Huin-bly    at      Thy    cross    I     bow.    Save     me,    Je   -  sus,    save    me    now. 
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I      am     trust  -  ing,    Lord,   in    Thee,      Blest      Lamb     of      Cal  -  va   -    ry ; 
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NOo  49.ARE  YOU  READY  FOR  THE  JUDGMENT  DAY? 


W.  L.  Thompson. 


^ 


^          -^            •#  ■*■         -8>-  . 

1.  There's  a       great  day  com  -  ing, 

2.  There's  a      bright  day  com  -  ing, 

3.  There's  a        sad  day  com -ing, 
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great     day     com  -  ing.  There's  a 

bright   day     com -ing,  There's  a 

sad       day     com  -  ing,  There's  a 
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great  day  com-ing  by  and  by.  When  the  saints  and  the  sin  -  ners  shall  be 
bright  day  com-ing  by  and  by,  But  the  brightness  shall  on  -  ly  come  to 
sad      day   coming     by     and     by,   When  the     sin-  ner  shall  hear  his  doom,  "de- 
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part  -  ed    right  and    left;     Are  you  read-  y  for  that   day  to  come? 

those  who  love  the   Lord ;  Are  you  read  -  y  for  that   day  to  come  ? 

■part,    I     know  ye     not;"  "Are  you  read-  y  for  that   day  to  come?" 
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judgment  day?  Are   youread-y?      Are    you  read-y        For    the  judgment  day  ? 
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By  per.  W.  L.  Thompson  &  Co.,  East  Liveqiool,  O.,  and  The  Thompson  Music  Co.i  Chicago,  111. 
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No.  50. 


WHAT  MUST  IT  BE  TO  BE  THERE? 


Mrs.  Elizabeth  Mills. 

DIIET. 


1.  We 

2.  We 

3.  We 

4.  We 
6.  Do 


"  There  shall  be  no  more  deaths  neither  sorrow,  nor  crying.''^ 

Geo.  C.  Stebbins.    By  per. 


speak 
speak 
speak 
speak 
Thou, 


Lord,     midst    pleas 
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coun  -  try  so    bright     and 

walls    deck'd   with    jew    -    els 
robes  which     the      glo    -    ri 
sor    -    row,      temp  -  ta    -    tion 
heav  -   en        our      spir     -    its 


so 

fair, 

so 

rare 

tied 

wear 

and 

care, 

And       oft  are  its 

Its         won    -  ders  and 

The      songs  of  the 

From      tri     -  als  with 


pre   -    pare,       Then     short   -   ly 


we 


glo  -  ries      con   -    fest, 
pleas  -  ures      un    -    told, 
bless  -  ed        a    -     bove, 

out      and  with    -  in, 

al   -   so  shall      know, 


But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there? 

But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

And  /eel  what  it  is  to  be  there ! 
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To     be  there,           to   be   there,             Oh,  what  must  it   be    to   be   there? 

».m      m                                                    ^         ^      ^.0.   JL             ,  #.    A    -a-A   -^ 

^r-^ 

^*'*,  ^  ^ — 

^^^^^0^ — 

-f    •-^  ,    ir^-;~ 

_^    !»^  _^t_ 

•"  /  ^   '    ^. 

•^  *'*  w — ^ — 

-^ — > — ^^ — ' — ?- 

-U— >    V   1 — 

'^    V    \      1 

To  be  there, 


to  be  there. 


to  be  there  ? 


To  be  there. 


to  be  there, 
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to  be  there? 


No.  SI. 


JESUS  CALLS  THEE. 


"  /  Ihe  Lord  have  called  thee." 


Mrs.  S.  a.  Collins. 


W.  H.  DoANE.    By  per. 
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1.  Je  -    sus,  gracious  One,  call  -  eth  now  to  thee,  "  Come,  O  sin  -  ner,  come ! "' 

2.  Still    He  waits  for  thee,  pleading   pa-tient-ly,  "Come,  O  come   to      Me!" 

3.  Wea-ry,    sin-sick  soul,  called  so  gracious-ly,  Canst  thou  dare  re  -  fuse? 
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Calls     so 
"Heav-y 
Mer  -  cy 

ten-der  -  ly,  calls     so   lov-ing-ly,  "  N'ozv,   O        sin  - 
la-den  one,  I        thy  grief  have  borne.  Come  and  rest 
of-fered  thee,  free-ly,  ten-der -ly,    Wilt    thou  still 
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come." 
Me." 
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Words     of      peace  and       bless    -   ing,  Christ's  own     love    con  -   fess 


Words  with      love  o'er 
Come,    for       time   is 


flow    -    ing.      Life      and     bliss    be    -    stow   -    ing; 
fly     -      ing,     Haste,   thy     lamp    is  dy      -      ing 


^ 


gfe-a^=^=f= 
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Hear     the     sweet   voice 


52 


JESUS  CALLS  THEE.     Concluded. 


:a=P 


:1^ 


-#— ir 


-w-  ^ 


Call  -  ing  ten-der  -  ly,  call  -  ing  lov-ing- ly,  "Come,0      sin  -   ner,     come. 
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No.  52. 


HALF  HAS  NEVER  YET  BEEN  TOLD. 


Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 


-N-r 


i? 


R.  E.  Hudson.    By  per. 

N 1 


*^ 


_|_1 ^_! J- 


-i&- 


1.  I      know      I       love  Thee  bet-  ter,  Lord,     Than      a   -   ny  earth -ly    joy, 

2.  I      know  that  Thou    art  near-  er     still       Than      a   -   ny  earth -ly  throng. 

3.  O      Sav-iour,   pre-cious  Sav  -  iour  mine !   What   will     Thy  presence   be. 


Se 


:^ 


-/- 


^^ 


=15: 
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For  Thou  hast  giv  -  en  me  the  peace  Which  noth  -  ing  can  de  -  stroy. 
And  sweet  -  er  is  the  thought  of  Thee,  Than  a  -  ny  love  -  ly  song. 
If       such       a      life      of     joy     can    crown     Our    walk    on  earth  with     Thee  'i 


iEEt 


P 


P 


CHORl'.S. 


3(=3t 


■7^~ 
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The     half  has  nev-er     yet  been  told,  (yet  been  told,)  Of  love     so  full     and  free. 
The    half  has  nev-er    yet  been  told,  (yet  been  told,)  His  blood  now  cleanseth  me. 


•r*-. 


Copyright,  ]881,  by  R.  E.  Hudson,    Alliance,  O. 
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No.  53. 


PASS  ME  NOT. 


"  IVhosoever  shall  call  npon  the  name  of  the  Lord  shall  be  saved." 
Fanny  J.  Crosby,  1868.  W.  H.  Doane. 


By  per. 


P 


isr-?^ 


1.  Pass      me 

2.  Let        me 

3.  Trust -ing 


not, 
at 
on  - 


-55- 

o 


Iv 


iS: 


-^- 


gen  -  tie     Sav  -    iour,    Hear     my    hum  -  ble 

throne  of     mer    -    cy       Find       a     sweet   re  - 

in     Thy   mer    -     it,      Would    I      seek  Thy 


4.  Thou    the  Spring  of      all 


my    com   -    fort.    More  than    life      to 

-<9-  -^  •        ■*■         ■#• 


cry; 
lief; 
face; 
me; 


£^ 


itest? 


While     on     oth  -  ers  Thou  art     smil  -   ing,     Do         not    pass    me      by. 
Kneel  -  ing  there    in     deep  con  -  tri   -   tion.    Help     my     un  -   be  -  lief. 
Heal       my  wound-ed,  brok-en      spir    -    it,      Save       me     by    Thy   grace. 
Whom  have     I       on    earth   be  -  side      Thee,  Whom   in  heav'n  but  Thee. 


Sfe^ 


^B^ 
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Sav    -    iour,      hear     my      hum  -  ble       cry,  While     on 
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oth   -   ers  Thou      art     call 
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Do 


not     pass       me 
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No.  54. 


SAFE  IN  THE  ARMS  OF  JESUS. 


i 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 

^4   J  s=z= 


"Underneath  the  evet  lasting  arms." 

I  N 


w.  H.  DoANE.    Bv  per. 

-^ \ 


E^ 


7-^- 


1.  Safe 
L'.  Safe 
S.Je    - 


-» — 1 ^ r 

in      the   arms      of         Jc     -     sus,      Safe     on     His  gen  -  tie  breast, 
in      the   arms      of         Je     -     sus,      Safe  from   cor-rod-ing      care, 
sus,   my  heart's  dear       ref  -    uge,     Je    -    sus    has  died     for       me ; 


^  •  :r  .(2. 


:t= 


£ 


=t 


-(2- 


\^^ 


/ > 1 9- 

Cho. — Safe   in      the   arms     of      Je    -     sus,      Safe    on      his  gen  -  tie     breast. 


I 


:i^S 


W 


3t 


:^d 


rest. 
there, 
be. 


mi 


There  by     His  love     o'er   -   shad  -   ed, 
Safe    from  the  world's  temp-ta     -     tions, 
Firm    on     the  Rock     of        A     -      ges 


I 

Sweet-ly     my    soul  shall 

Sin      can- not  harm     me 

Ev   -   er    my   trust  shall 


^g 


1       ,      ,    ...  I 

There    by    His  love    o'er  -  shad   -  ed,        Sweet  -  /y     my  soul     shall  rest. 


E 


Hark !  'tis     the  voiee     of         an    -    gels,    Borne     in       a   song      to        me, 
Free    from  the  blight  of        sor  -    row.    Free     from  my  doubts  and      fears ; 
Here     let     me  wait  with      pa  -  tience,  Wait      till     the  night     is         o'er ; 


m^- 


■p-  -^ 


^Et 


:£ 
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-#-# 1 0- 


D.C.  cnoBcs. 


O    -   ver     the  fields  of     glo    -    ry,         O   -  ver     the  jas  -  per     seaT 
On  -   ly        a     few  more   tri    -     als.        On  -  ly        a    few  more  tears. 
Wait  till       I     see    the  morn  -  iug        Break  on    the  gold  -  en     shore. 
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No.  SS. 


WILL  JESUS  FIND  tfS  WATCHING? 


'  fVAtch  therefore  ;  for  ye  knotv  not  what  hour  your  Lord  doth  comi.'''' 

^ANnV  J.   CfeOSBY.  W.   H.   DOANE. 


By  per. 


:S3 


y^-^ 


I 


1.  When     Je  -  sus  comes  to      re  -  ward     His  ser-vants,  Whether 

2    If             at      the  dawn      of      the    ear    -   ly  morn-ing,       He  shall 

3.  Have      we    been  true     to      the  trust     He  left     us  ?       Do     we 

4.  Bless  -  ed      are  those  whom  the  Lord  finds  watch-ing,        In     His 


it      be 

call    us 

seek    to 

glo  -  ry 


gf?fez=£ 
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1          noon 

or 

night, 

Faith  - 

fui 

to  Him    will 

He 

find       us 

watch-ing, 

1           '-'^^ 

by 

one, 

When 

to 

the  Lord    we 

re -store    our 

tal  -  ents, 

do 

our 

best? 

If 

in 

our  hearts  there 

is  naught  con- 

demns    us, 

they 

shall 

share; 

If 

He 

shall  come    at 

the  dawn  ♦  or 

mid-night. 
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REFRAIN. 
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With 

our 

lamps 

all 

trimm'd  and  bright? 

Will 

He 

an  - 

swer 

thee—  Well    done? 

Oh, 

can    we 

say 

we 

are 

We 

shall 

bave 

a 

glo    -    rious    rest. 

Will 

He 

find 

us 

watch  -  ing    there. 
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read  -  y,      broth -er,      Read-y       for     the  soul's  bright  home?     Say      will     He 
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WILL  JESUS  FIND  US  WATCHING?    Concluded. 
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find 
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you  and 

0       » 

me 

still  watching,    Wait-ing,  wait-ing  when  the  Lord  shall  come  ? 
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No.  56. 


NOTHING  BUT  LEAVES. 


"  And  when  He  came  to  it  He  found  nothiiig  but  leaz'es." 
Lucy  Evelina  Akerman.  Silas  J.  Vail.    By  pyer. 


|S|g^i^ 


=1: 


^=r^ 


1.  Noth-ing     but  leaves!  The  Spir-it  grieves  O'er  years  of  wast  -  ed  life;  O'er 

2.  Noth-iug     but  leaves!  No  gathered  sheaves,  Of  life's  fair  ripening  grain:  We 

3.  Noth-ing    but  leaves !  Sad  mem'ry  weaves  No  veil     to  hide    the  past :  And 

4.  Ah,    who  shall  thus     the    Master  meet.  And  bring  but  withered  leaves  ?  Ah, 


yzfc^ 


^ 


=1: 


--N- 


sins  indulged  while  conscience  slept.  O'er  vows  and  prom- i  -   ses      un-kept.  And 

sow  our  seeds ;  lo !  tares  and  weeds, — Words,  t  -  die  words,  for  earn-est  deeds — Then 

as  we  trace  our    wea  -  ry   way,   And  count  each  lost  and    misspent  day    We 

who  shall  at      the     Saviour's  feet,    Be -fore     the  aw  -  ful    judgment-seat  Lay 


^^r    >         >^^=^- 


^ 


^==i^ 


§a 


reap  from  years  of     strife — 
reap,  with  toil   and   pain, 
sad  -  ly      find   at       last — 
down  for  gold-en     sheaves, 

♦ — 0 -^-0- 


Nothing  but  leaves! 

Nothing  but  leaves! 

Nothing  but  leaves ! 

Nothing  but  leaves ! 


Nothing  but  leaves ! 
Nothing  but  leaves  ! 
Nothing  but  leaves  I 
Nothing  but  leaves ! 
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No.  57. 


THE  PALACE  OF  THE  KING. 


Psalm  45 :  10-17. 


^ 


£^3= 


^ 


Dr.  J.  B.  Herbert. 


m 


1.  O  daughter,  take  good  heed,  Incline  and  give  good  ear ;  Thou  must  forget  thy 

2.  The  daughter  then  of  Tyre,   There  with  a  gift  shall  be,  And  all  the  wealth-y 

3.  She  com-eth  to  the  King   In  robes  with  needle  wrought;  The  vir  -gins  that  do 

4.  And   in  thy  fa-ther's  stead,  Thy  children  thou  shalt  take.  And   in   all   plac  -  es 


iSSP 


k     ^     I*     I: 


:i!v 


^ 


^ 


t 


^ 


■^ 


kindred  all.  And  father's  house  most  dear, 
of  the  laud  Shall  make  their  suit  to  thee, 
follow  her  Shall  un-to  Thee  be  brought, 
of  the  earth  Them  noble  princes  make. 


Thy  beauty  to  the  King,  Shall  then  de- 
The  daughter  of  the  King  All  glorious 
With  gladness  and  with  joy,  Thou  all  of 
I  will  show  forth  thy  name  To  gen  -  er- 
■^     -P-     -^ 


^: 


^ 


-&■ 


r 


.  ^  ?  \ 

light -ful  be:  And  do  thou  humbly  worship  Him,  Be-cause  thy  Lord  is    He. 
is  with-in  ;  And  with  em-broid-er-ies   of  gold  Her  garments  wrought  have  been. 
them  shalt  bring,  And  they   to-geth-er   en  -  ter  shall  The  pal  -  ace  of    the   King, 
a  -  tions  all :  The  peo  -  pie  therefore  cv-er-more  To  Thee  give  prais-es  shall. 
-   .     -      -      ^     ^ 
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With  gladness  and  with  joy,  Thou  all  of  them  shall  bring,  All  they  to-geth  -  or 
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THE  PALACE  OF  THE  KING-.     Concluded. 
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en  -  ter  shall  The  pal-ace     of  the   King,  The  pal  -  ace     of    the  King,  The 


=!2=^^ 


• — #- 


pal-ace  of  the  King;  And  they  to-geth-er  enter  shall,  The  pal-ace  of  the  King. 
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No.  58. 


I'LL  LIVE  FOR  HIM. 


R.E.  Hudson 


C.  R.  Dunbar.     By  per. 


1.  My   life,   my   love     I     give   to   Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  for  me ; 

2.  I       now  be-lieve  Thou  dost  re-ceive,  For  Thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live  ; 

3.  Oh,  Thou  who  died   on   Cal  -  va  -  ry       To   save   my   soul  and  make  me  free. 


--^ 


Cho. — 77/  live  for  Him  luho  died  for  me.  How  hap  -  py  then  tny  life  shall  be! 


fE 


f 


Oh,  may  I  ev  -  er  faith  -  ful  be.  My  Sav  -  iour  and  my  God ! 
And  now  henceforth  I'll  trust  in  Thee,  My  Sav  -  iour  and  my  God  ! 
I'll       con  -  se  -  crate   my    life     to   Thee,    My      Sav  -  iour    and     my     God  ! 


ril    live  for  Him   who   died  Jor  me.      My    Sav  -  iour    and    my   God! 

Copyright,  1882,  by  R.  E.  Hudson,  Alliance,  O. 
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No.  50. 


THE  HOME  OVER  THERE. 


"O  that  I  had  wings  like  a  dove,  for  then  -would  I  fly  arvay  and  be  at  rest." 


Rev.  D.  W.  C.  Huntington 


^-f ^-9 fl-r— •-—• ^-^-a—^Z^ • •— '-' 


TULLIUS  C.  O'KANE.by  per. 

-\-r-\ N ^H ^""^ ^— . 

4^^ — -A -I ^-^ 9.-^-M^ — 


1.  Oh,  think     of    the  home    o  -  ver  there,       By  the    side      of     the  riv  -    er      of 

2.  Oh,  think     of    the  friends  o  -  ver  there,  Who  be  -  fore      us    the  jour  -  ney  have 

3.  My  Sav  -  iour  is    now     o  •  ver  there,  There  my  kin  -dred  and  friends  are   at 

4.  I  '11  soon     be     at  home     o  -  ver  there,  For     the  end       of     my  jour  -   ney    I 

I  I             ^        ^      I  I 


light, 
trod, 
rest, 
see ; 


Where  the  saints,  all       im-mor  -    tal  and  fair, 

Of      the  songs  that   they  breathe  on  the  air. 

Then    a  -  way     from  my    sor  -  row  and  care, 

Ma  -  ny  dear      to       my  heart      o  -  ver  there, 


Are 

In  their 
Let  me 
Are 


ver    there, 


8— -•-Fsj- 


Refrain. 


■M 


I.  1^      i!    I 

robed    in   their  gar-ments  of  white,  o  -  ver  there.  O  -  ver  there, 

home     in    the  j^al  -  ace     of   God,  o  -  ver  there.  O  -  ver  there, 

fly         to    the  land     of  •  the  blest,  o  ■  ver  there.  O  -  ver  there, 

watch-  ing  and  wait  -  ing  for  me,  o  -  ver  there.  O  -  ver  there, 


there, 
there, 
there, 
there, 


Oh, 
Oh, 

My 
I'll 


m^^^^i 


think 
think 
Sav  ■ 
soon 

-•- 


of     the  home     o  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  O  -  ver 

of     the  friends  o  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  O  -  ver 

iour    is  now       o  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  O  -  ver 

be      at  home    o  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  O  -  ver 


&-* 
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o  -   ver  there, 


:^^ 
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ver  there. 
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THE  HOME  OVER  THERE.     Concluded. 


there,  o  -  ver  tlieie,o  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there.  Oh,  think      of  the  home  o  -  ver  there, 

there,  o  -  ver  there, o  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there.  Oh,  think      of  the  friends  o  -  ver  there, 

there,  o  -  ver  there, o  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there.  My    .Sav  -  iour  is  now      o  -  ver  tliere. 

there,  o  -  ver  there, o  -  ver  there,  o  -  ver  there,  I  '11  soon      be  at  home     o  -  ver  there. 


^.    J^JL 
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o    -  ver  there, 

No.  60. 

Wm.  Cowper. 


THERE  IS  A  FOUNTAIN. 


Western  Melody. 


1.  There  is  a     foun  -  tain    filled     with  blood.  Drawn  from     Im  -  man  -  iiel's   veins; 

2.  The      dy    -  ing  thief     re   -  joiced     to     see  That    foun  -tain   in         his      day; 

3.  Ere     since,  by  faith,     I         saw       the  stream  Thy     How  -    ing  wounds  sup- ply, 

4.  Then    in  a       no  -  bier,  sweet  -  er    song,  I  '11      sing      Thy    power  to      save, 

-•-     -0-         • 


And      sin  -  ners  plunged  be-  neath    that  flood.     Lose      all  their  guilt  -  y  stains. 

And    there    may    I,     though  vile         as     he.         Wash   all  my    sins       a  way, 

Re  -  deem  -  ing    love     has     been     my  theme.     And     shall  be      till       I  die. 

When  this    poor,  lisp  -  ing,  stam  -m'ring  tongue  Lies      si  -  lent      in     the  grave. 


Lose     all  their  guilt  -  y  stains. 

Wash  all  my  sins       a     -  way. 

And     shall      be     t   1       I  die,    . 

Lies      si  -  lent    in      the  grave. 


Lose  all  their  guilt -y  stains, 

Wash  all  mv  sins      a     -  way. 

And  shall  be  till       I  die'. 

Lies  si     -  lent  in       the  grave, 
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No.  61. 


I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY. 


Miss  Kate  Hankey,  1867.  \V.  G.  Fischer,  by  per. 


1.  I  love    to  tell  the  Sto  -    ry     Of    uii-seen  things  a-  bove,    Of     Je-  sus  and  His 

2.  I  love   to  tell  the  Sto  -  ry!  More  wonder  -ful     it  seems, Than  all  the  golden 

3.  I  love  to  tell  the  Sto  -  ry  IT  is  pleas-ant  to      repeat  What  seems, each  lime  I 

4.  I  love    to  tell  the  Sto  -  ry  !  For  those  who  know  it  best  Seem  hun-ger-ing  and 
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I  ^    I 


:|i_L^ 

i      I 


t--- 


=)i=r-tp=-: 


-0—0- 
_l 1 — 

-• — •- 


p- 


i 


ii^S; 


H^-J— J-J- 


0 <S> • •-«-; • 0—g—J-—^<S^ 0 '-•-I— • • 0—^0 <& 0—' 


Glo-ry,  Of  Je  -  sus      and     His  love!      I     love     to     tell   the    Sto-ry!  Be  - 

fan- cies  Of  all      our     gold -en   dreams.    I     love     to     tell    the    Sto-ry!  It 

tell    it,  More  won-der^  ful  -    ly  sweet.       I     love     to     tell   the    Sto-ry;  For 

thirst-ing  To  hear     it,      like    the     rest.  And  when,  in  scenes   of     glo  -  ry,  I 
^-     ^- 


'O-d- 


1 1-  -  IT — c;^ 


cause  I    know  it's   true;    It     sat  -  is  -  fies  my  long-ings,As  noth -ing  else  would  do, 
did      so  much  for     me!  And  that  is  just  the    rea-son,    I      tell     it   now  to    Thee. 

some  have  nev-er     heard  The  mes-sage  of    sal-  vation  From  God's  own  Ho-ly  Word. 

sing   the  New,  New  Song.'T  will  be — the  Old, Old, Sto-ry  That  I  have  loved  so    long. 

-0-     -f»  •   -•    ^*   -^ 


m La_ 


-:1~. :J — ("d- 
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love        to     tell 


the     Sto  -ry!     'Twill     be 


niy     theme  in      glo  -  ry, 
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No.  62. 


ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS! 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 


Tune,  "  Onward."     6,5. 


1.  On-ward,  Christian  soldiers  !  Marching  as   to    war,  With  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus 

2.  Like    a  might-y      ar  -  my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers,  we  are  treading 

3.  Crowns  and  thorns  may  per-ish,  Kingdoms  rise  and  wane,  But  the  Church  of  Je-  sus 

4.  On-ward,  then,  ye  peo-  pie,  Join  our  hap-py  throng,  Blend  with  our  your  voices 

>      *»      t ^ 


^E^ 


:^c=^ 


I       I       I 


T 


■0 — « — • — "#- 


-I 1 — • 1 V-i-^ 


ing   on    be  -  fore,     Christ,  the  roy-al     Mas  -  ter,    Leads  a-gaint  the    foe ; 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not   di  -  vid   -   ed,      All   one  bod -y      we, 
Con-stant  will  re  -  main  ;  Gates  of  hell  can    nev  -  er     Gainst  that  Church  prevail, 
In       the  triumph  song;     Glo  -  ry,  laud,  and  hon  -  or       Un  -  to  Christ  the  King. 


-^ 


t: 


-^ 


El^ 


^ 


e 


CHORVS. 


^m 


^ 


For  -ward     in  -   to       bat   -   tie,     See,  His  ban  -  ners     go ! 

One     in     hope  and     doc  -  trine.  One  in    char  -  i    -    ty. 

We  have  Christ's  own  prom- ise.    And  that  can  -  not     fail. 

This  thro'  countless      a    -    ges      Men  and    an  -  gels   sing. 

I  U  _ 


■*•     ■# 


Onward,  Christian 


ai^=^ 


:F=Fb^g=:^gzEE 
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sol  -  diers!  Marching  as  to  war,     With  the  cross  of  Je-sus   Going  on  be- fore. 


No.  63. 


GO  WORK  IN  MY  VINEYARD. 


Anon. 


"Go  work  to-day  in  my  vineyard P 

From  "Dew-drops,"  by  per.  of  T.  C.  O'Kane. 


"Go    work  in.    My  vine -yard,"There 's  plenty  to    do,     The  har  -  vest   is  great  and  tiie 
."Go   work  in     My  vine-yard,"!     claim  tiiee  as    Mine. With  blood  did  I     buy  thee, and 


-m-         -w-      -w        w-      -m-       m         ^         »         a         a                        _        "•"       "*"      '^~      '^~      m 
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'^^ 


A 4^- 


b'rers  are    few;     There 's  weeding  and  fenc  -  ing,    and  clear -ing     of    roots,  And 

D.S.     I^ve  sheep   to       be      tend  -    ed,  and  /am/is  to       be      fed.      The 

that  is     thine ;     Thy  time    and     thy    tal  -  ents,  thy  loft    -  i    -    est  powers, Thy 

In    pain    and  temp-  fa  -   tion,    in  an  -  guish  and  shame,  I 


D.S. 

-0- 


Ft: 


_:r- — ^ — 0— r^ 


V — b'- 


-^ — 0— r^ — ^ — P- — 0 — :p—  ■ 


s^_ 


ploughing  and  sow  -  ing,  and  gath'ring  the  fruits. 

lost   must  be  gath-ercd,   the  wea  -ry     o)ies  led. 

warm-  est  af  -  fee  -  tions,  thy  sun-ni  -  est   hours. 

paid  thy  full  ran-  som  ;  My  pnr-ehase  I    claim. 


There  are  fox  -  es 

{Go  to  Chorus.) 

I  wil-  ling 

{Go  to  Chorus.) 

0— f: 

-0 — 0- 


to     take, there  are 
ly  yield  -  ed    My 

-0 0 0 0— 
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wolves     to         de  -  stroy,     All      a  -     gcs     and  ranks  I       can  ful  - 
king  -  dom    for      thee,    The  song   of      arch  -  an  -  gels — to    hang 

-^-       Ht       ^       ^       -#-      -^      .0. 


D.S. 
^   '^l  Chorus. 

ly      em-ploy.     Go 
on    the  tree  ; 


64 


GO  WORK 

Work,    .    . 


IN  MY  VINEYARD. 

work, 


Concluded. 


m^^^^^mm^^^^M 


plen-  ty     to   do,  Go 


t: 


:5=^=t=)i=)i: 


^^     ^     u-     ^    y  i^    -  -    i 

work,  work,\vork, work, The  harvest  is  great  and  the  lab' rers  are  few. 

ft  -)*-    -^    «         «         _  O.        T 


^'-m 


^i_^_h.qjrSEi: 


^     I  I     I    ^     ^     5    U    ^ 

3  "  Go  work  in  My  vineyard ;"  oh,  "  work  while  't  is  day," 
The  bright  hours  of  sunshine  are  hastening  away  ; 
And  night's  gloomy  shadows  are  gathering  fast; 
Then  the  time  for  our  labor  shall  ever  be  past. 
Begin  in  the  morning,  and  tijil  all  the  day, 
Thv  strength  I  '11  supply  and  thy  wages  I  '11  pay  ; 
And  blessed,  thrice  blessed  the  diligent  few, 
Who  finish  the  labor  I  've  given  them  to  do. 


No.  64.  I 

Charles  Wesley. 


STRETCH  MY  HANDS  TO 


iliiii 


THEE. 

Tune:     1  Do  BELIEVE. 

4 ^- 


CM. 


--^- 


-'g- 
—s*- 


1.  Fa  -   ther!    I  stretch  my 

2.  What   did  Thine  on     -     ly 

3.  O         Je  -  sus,  could      I 

4.  Au  -  thor  of     faith,      to 
Cho.     /         (/a      be-   lieve       I 


hands  to    Thee, 
.Son    en  -  dure, 
this     be-  lieve. 
Thee  I       lift 
710X0     be  -  lieve, 
^      ^       (2- 


No 
Be 
I 

Mv 
That 

-(=2- 


:t= 


r^ 

oth  -  er     help       I  know; 

fore     I     drew      my  breath  ; 

now  should  feel  Thy  power; 

wea  -  ry,    long  -  ing  eyes ; 

Je  -   sus  died   for  me, 

-» — I f^ u 


t- 


f- 


£Er 


:d!fdi 
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If        Thou  with-draw     Thy  -  self  from  me.  Ah, 

What   pain, what   la    -     bor       to      se  -  cure  My 

And       all     my     wants  thou  wouldst  re- lieve.  In 

Oh         let     me     now      re   -    ceive  that  gift !  My 

And     thro''   His    blood.  His    pre-cious  blood,  I 


whith-er  shall 

soul  from  end 

this     ac  -  cept 

soul     with-out 

shall  from  sin 


I 

less 
ed 
it 
be 


go.' 

death ! 

hour. 

dies. 

free. 
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No.  65. 

Mrs.  Albert  Smith 


SCATTER  SEEDS  OF  KINDNESS. 

"Be  kindly  affectioned  one  to  another." 


_a_-^ — ^_L^ — ^ — ^ — ^=c^ — j__ — { — ^_CB — 1 — 1 — e_[:p. 


S.  J.  Vail,  by  pef. 


1^      ^' 

1.  Let   us  gath  -  er      up     the  sun-beams,  I,y  -  ing    all        a  -  round  our  path  ;  Let    us 

2.  Strange  we    nev  -  er    prize    the   mu-sic     Till  the  sweet-voiced  bird  is  flown  IStrange  that 

3.  If      we  knew    the    ba  -  by     fin- gers, Pressed  against  the    win-dow  pane, Would  be 

4.  Ah  !  those  lit  -  tie      ice  -  cold  fin-  gers, How  they  point  our  memories  back  To      the 


keep  the  wheat  and   ro-ses.  Cast -ing   out  the  thorns  and  chaff,Let    us  find  our  sweetest 
we  should  slight  the  vio-lcts  Till    the  lovely  flowers  are  gone!  Strange  that  summer  skies  and 
cold   and   stiff  to-morrow — Nev  -  er  trou-ble      us      a-gain — Would  the  bright  eyes  of  our 
has  -  ty  words  and  ac-tions  Strewn  along  our  backward  track  !  How  those  little  hand  re  - 


com-fort     In    the    bless-ings  of    to-day,  With    a     pa-tient  hand  re-mov-ing   All    the 
sunshine     Nev-er     seem  one  half  so   fair.     As  when  win-ter's  snowy   pinions  Shake  the 
dar-ling  Catch  the  frown  up-onour  brow? — Would    the  prints  of  rosy  fin-gers  Vex    us 
mind  us,   As     in  snow  -  y  grace  they  lie.    Not    to  scat-ter  thorns — but  roses — For  our 


pzrpczzp: 


^    y    ^ 

Ciiouus. 


-!^— h b- 


%  -9-  -•-  ^. 


i=i^=t^ 


^-t- 


bri  -  ars  from   the  way.      Then  scat  -  ter   seeds    of     kind-ness.  Then  scat-ter   seeds  of 
white  down  in      the  air. 
then  as     they     do  now. 
reap -ing     by     and    by.  •       •       •       *       • 

-•— r^T-i— 8 r# •'- #-— I rb 1~ ta— rl 1 1 -[^^n 


^^^ 
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-^-v — ^ 


ad  lib. 

-f-r-N — fv 


-V — V- 
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kind-ness.  Then  scat-ter     seeds     of     kind-ness,  For     our     reap-ing      by 


i^=t 


PI 


and  by. 
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By  permisBion  of  Biglow  &  Main  Co. 


-t:=rt=t=f±=f=rf=7|:| 
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No.  66. 


WHITER  THAN  SNOW. 


"  Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow." 


James  Nicholson. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer,  by  per. 


-<5-        -•-        -#- 

1.  Lord  Je  -  sus,     I      long     to      be       per  -  feet   -  ly     whole;     I      want  Thee     for  • 

2.  Lord  Je  -  sus,  look  down  from  Thy  throne    in       the     skies,    And  help      me       to 

3.  Lord  Je  -sus,  for     this       I     most   hum  -  bly       en  -treat;       I       wait,  bless  -  cd 

4.  Lord  Je  -  sus.  Thou   se  -   est      I         j^a  -  tient  -   ly      wait;  Come  now,    and    with 


ev  -  er,  to  live  in  my  soul;  Breakdown  ev  -  'ry  i  -  dol,  cast  out  ev  -  'ry 
make  a  com-plete  sac  -  ri  -  fice  ;  I  give  up  my  -  self,  and  what -ev-  er  I 
Lord,  at  Thy   cru  -  ci  -  fied   feet,      By      faith,  for    my       cleansing,    I      see  Thy  blood 

in     me     a     new  heart  ere  -  ate  ;     To     those  who  have  sought  Thee,Thou  never  said'st 


9i§?=F= 


=F 


l^=%=% 


• r— • • • 


m 


Chorus. 


^ 


m. 


foe ;  Now  wash  me,  and 

know — Now  wash  me,  and 

flow — Xow  wash  me,  and 

No — Now  wash  me,  and 


9a 


-4t-|e?- 


-       -•-  ^  -(5--.         »         ■»         w 

I       shall  be  whit  -  er    than  snow.  Whit-er  than 

I       shall  be  whit  -  er    than  snow. 

I       shall  be  whit  -  er   than  snow. 

I       shall  be  whit  -  er   than  snow. 


■«>-^ 


3^^ 


J=F^ 


^-=^-=^—1 
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snow,  yes,  whit  -  er   than  snow;  Now  wash  me,  and     I     shall  be  whit-  er  than  snow. 
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No.  67. 


HIS  YOKE  IS  EASY. 


R.  E.  Hudson.    By  per. 


m 


— V 


^: 


i 


1.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,     I     shall  not  want,   He    maketh     me  down   to 

2.  My    soul  cri-eth  out :"  re  -  store   me      a  -  gain,    And  give  me  the  strength  to 

3.  Yea,  tho'   I  should  walk  the  val  -  ley     of    death.  Yet  why  should  I    fear  .from 


§ss 


^^1=^ 
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S 


lie  In       pastures  green,  He  lead- eth  me     The    qui  -  et     wa-ters     by. 

take       The  nar  -  row  path    of  righteousness,  Ev'n  for    His  own  name's  sake." 
ill  ?         For  Thou  art  with  me,   and  Thy  rod    And  staflF  me  com-  fort    still. 


^^ 
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His  yoke  is     ea  -  sy.  His  bur-den  is  light,  I've  found  it    so,     I've  found  it 


Si^ 
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-^-^-^■ 


SO,     He  lead -eth  me      by  day  and  by  night,  Where  liv-ing  wa  -  ters  flow. 


9     ,» — e r» s ^ * ^ 
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BLESSED  NAME. 


n  iilf 

R.  E.  HmsoN.     By  pt 

>r. 

^ 
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-^-  r      -^-^s^ 

^      J       • 

1.  Oh, 

for 

a 

thou 

sand  tongues  to  sing : 

Jlessed    be 

the  name  of  the  Lord  ! 

2.Je   - 

sus, 

the 

name 

that  charms  our  fears 

Blessed  be 

the  name  of  the  Lord  ! 

3.  He  breaks  the 

pow'r 

of     cancelled    sin,  Bless-ed  be 

the  name  of  the  Lord  ! 

4.  I        nev 

er 

shall 

for  -  get    that   day,  Bless-ed  be 

the  name  of  the  Lord  ! 

••- 

•#■  . 
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The     glo  -  ries    of      my  God    and  King,  Bless-ed  be  the  name  of   the  Lord ! 

'Tis     mu  -  sic     in      the  sin  -  ner's  ear,   Bless-ed  be  the  name  of   the  Lord ! 

His  blood  can  make  the  foul  -  est  clean,  Bless-ed  be  the  name  of   the  Lord ! 

When  Je  -  sus  washed  my  sins     a  -    way,  Bless-ed  be  the  name  of    the  Lord  ! 
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Bless-ed    be  the  name,  blessed  be  the  name,  Blessed  be   the  name  of  the  Lord ! 


m^ 
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2^^ 
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Bless-ed    be  the  name,  blessed  be  the  name,  Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord! 

1     I     If 
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THERE  IS  A  GREEN  HILL  FAR  AWAY. 


"  Antf  they  took  Jesus  a7id  led  him  away." 


Mrs.  Cecil  F.  Alexander. 


Geo.  C.  Stebbins,  by  per. 


:± 


PP 


i:= 


There      is 

We  may 

He  died 

There  was 


a   green    hill    far 
not  know,  we    can  - 
that   we    might  be 
no     oth  -   er  good 


*i3^* 


-■I — • i 

a  -  way,  With-out  a  cit 
not  tell  What  pains  lie  had 
for-given,    He  died     to   make 

e-nough,  To    pay      the  price 


^=? 


r    ^ 


y  wall ; 

to  bear ; 

us  good, 

of  sin ; 


5ES^^^^^ 


^^==1^ 


^ J— ^ x^ — • • 


Where    the     dear  Lord  was    cru   -   ci  -  fied,     W^ho    died      to    save      us       all. 
But       we       be-lieve      it     was      for     us         He     hung    and    suf-fered    there. 
That      we    might  go        at     last       to  heav'n,  Saved   by      His    pre  -  cious    blood. 


He       on    -    ly  could     un  -lock     the    gate       Of   heav'n  and    let       us 


§*fci 


;^: 


l=F 


^  -0- 


-t ^- — I — 


Chouus. 


Oh  I   dear  -  ly,  dear  -  ly       has      He  loved,  And     we     must  love  Him     too; 


See: 


And   trust      in     His       re-  deem  -  ing  blood,  And    try     His  works   to      do. 
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No.  70. 


&ATHER  AT  THE  RIVER. 


Robert  Lowry,  by  per. 


r^'-Z 


ty 


:^-t 1 tT^t=t 


r 


f—i — t^ 


1.  Shall     we     gath  -  er    at     the  riv   -  er,  Where  bright  an  -  gel  feet  have  trod, 

2.  On      the     mar -gin  of     the  riv   -  er,  Dash  -  ing       up     its  sil  -  ver  spray, 

3.  Ere       we   reach  the  shin-ing  riv   -  er,  Lay      we        ev  -'ry  bur -den  down; 

4.  Soon  we  '11  reach  that  sil  -  ver  riv   -  er,  Soon     our      pil-grimage  shall  cease ; 


9^ifct=^ 


s* 


:& 


:t= 
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m^^ 


With  its  crys  -  tal    tide      for     ev    -    er,  Flow-ing    by  the  throne     of        God  ? 

We  will  walk  and   wor  -  ship    ev    -    er.  All    the   hap  -   py,    gold   -  en        day. 

Grace  our  spir  -  its    will      de  -  liv    -    er,  And  pro-vide  a       robe       and  crown. 

Soon  our  hap  -  pv  hearts    will  quiv  -  er  With  the  mel  -    o    -    dy         of      peace. 


M—¥- 
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Chorus. 


9t 


Yes,  we  '11  gath  -  er    at    the      riv 


M 
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The  beau  -  ti  -  f ul,  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful    riv  -  er — 


t— M. .   U^=4=t: 
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No.  71. 


SEEKING  FOR  ME. 

"  /  will  both  search  my  sheep,  and  seek  them  out."' 


E.  E.  Hasty,  by  per. 


1.  Je  -  sus,   my  Sav  -  iour,     to  Beth   -  le  -  hem  came,  Born    in      a     man  -  ger 

2.  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  iour,     on  Cal  -    va  -  ry's    tree,    Paid  the  great  debt, and 

3.  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  iour,    the  same     as      of     old.    While  I  was  wand'ring 

4.  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav -iour,  shall  come  from  on  high — Sweet    is    the  prom-ise 


to 
my 


*-S ^ \ \ 1 1 1 \ ^ ^ \ tT"! \ ii 1 K f^ 1- 

' b" — I — * 1 — I •-• • • — 9r-^~  m M -d -+- 


sor- row  and  shame  ;0h,  it  was  won-der-ful — blest  be     His  name  ISeeking   for  me, 

soul     He  set  free;    Oh,  it  was  won-der-ful — how  could  it     be?     Dy  -  ing  for  me, 

far  from  the  fold,  Gen-tly  and  long  did  He  plead  with  my  soul.  Call-  ing   for  me, 

wea  -ry  years  fly;    Oh,  I  shall  see  Him  de-scend-ing   the  sky,    Com-ing  for  me, 

3^  :    •    fi  ^'     -  .  f^  ^  ^ 


for 
for 
for 
for 


9iS=- 


■^—y- 


£ 


'7     y 


1^— tT- 


N=li: 


v — \/ — V — F 
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Refrain. 

1 

For      me !    . 
^       1 

•    • 

For 

_^    1   ^ 

me!    .    .    . 

r\  *♦ 

V            ^  1 

1  V'+      1        1 

fc      i'*'    -'        • 

1 

^       '^      ■  • 

i/T         i-^  J  "1 

V   ^  J 

^ 

m 

m                          ^ 

h.       f^ 

• 

J     ^ 

^  J   ^ 

J 

•^ 

5  •              J   1 

r 

1    J  -1 

^   ^   ^   s 

V^' ) 

^                      ^ 

J   4   « 

_r 

^ 

J     » 

m     #    '' 

\ 

1 

me ! 
me  ! 
me ! 
me  ! 

=1-     ^J 

Seek-ing  for 
Dy  -ing  for 
Call-ing  for 
Com-ing  for 

me! 
me  ! 
me  ! 
me! 

Seek-ing 

Dy  -ing 

Call-ing 

"Com-ing 

^    N 

P 

for 
for 
for 
for 

^ 

me  !   Seek-ing 
me  !    Dy  -  ing 
me!   Call-ing 
me  !   Com-ing 

1 

V    y    i'    \ 

for  me  !  Seeking  for  me  1 
for  me  !     Dy-ir.g  for  me ! 
for  me  !  Calling  for  me  I 
for  me  !  Coming  for  me  1 

.     -         .     .     .    -f- 

^T^ 

^      W      ^ 

■■ 

m      m 

« 

it                 * 

•     1       ■      ■ 

p    »    j«    l« 

S       ;. 

-'. 

II        '        i  -^ 
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m     m  *1 

^                              'III 

1 

V     V     V     \ 

^      J      '      ' 

^,*  -^ 

i'          V 
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• 

V      V 
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^^J>_ 


n^ 


■-^ ^ H\ 1 h^ jr r 


|. ^ ^ ^— 

Oh,       it  was  won-  der-ful — blest  be    His  name!  Seek-ing  for    me,    for  me  I 

Oh,       it  was  won-  der-ful — how  could  it     be?      Dy  -ing   for    me,    for  me! 

Gen  -  tly  and  long      did  He  plead  with  my  soul,    Call    ing    for    me,    for  me! 

Oh,      I  shall  see      Him  de  -  scend-ing  the  sky,    Com-ing    for    me,    for  me  I 


P 


ii=z:t:z|i--i=:t 

-H </. r; K- 


-^ h- 


^—^—^—^^ 


V        y        y        < 
ITgcd  by  permission  of  Towiie  k  Stillman,  owiirrs  of  ropyripht. 
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No.  72. 


NEARER  THE  CROSS. 


F.  J.  Crosby. 


"  The  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  ChrislJ' 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp,  byper. 


1.  "Near-er  the  cross  my    heart   can    say, 

2.  Near-er  the  Christian's  mer  -  cy  -  seat, 

3.  Near-er    in  pray'r  my  hope    as  -  pires 

— [ — •-^-Ki 


am  com 
am  com  • 
am  com  ■ 


ing  near  -  er 
ing  near  -  er  ; 
ing  near  -  er  ; 


Near-er 
Feast-ing  my 
Deep-er  the 


cross  from  day        to     day,  I 

soul      on    man  -  na  sweet  I 

love     my  soul       de  -  sires,  I 

-0-     -ff- 


am  com  -  ing  near  -  er  ;     Near  -  er  the  cross  where 
am  com-  ing  near-er;     Stronger  in    faith,  more 


am  com  -  ing  near  -  er ;     Near  -  er  the  end 


of 


»—rF-' ; r-l 1 j • • 

I [-' 0- \A 1 1 1 h- 

• — H 0- — hi ' ' 1?' 


Je  -  sus  died, 
clear  I  see 
toil      and  care, 

1 1 1 r- 


1/  k' 

Near  -  er  the  foun  -tain's  crim-son  tide,       Near  -  er  my  Sav  -  iour's 
Je  -  sus  who  gave  him  -  self      for  me  ;      Near  -  er     to  Him       I 
Near  -er    the  joy       I      long      to    share.  Near  -  er  the  crown     I 

t=f=if±=±==czit:=f=t:=: 

U u — h> h; 


-0—0- 
-b' — I 


-F- 


=P 


-^—i/- 


tS-z::\-_ 


^- 


I 

wound  -  ed    side, 
still  would  be  : 
soon  shall  wear; 


^H3 

.0.    -0. 


I         am    com  -  ing  near 

Still     I  'm  com  -  ing  near 

I         am    com  -  ing  near 


r^ 


er. 


:]S=t 


i=§=£H 


i 


I 

I       am     com  -  ing  near  -    er. 

Still   I  'm  com  -  ing  near  -    cr. 

I       am     com  -  ins;  near  -    cr. 


tiiili 
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No.  73. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


BLESSED  ASSURANCE. 

"  He  that  believeth  on  me  hath  everlasting  life.^ 


w 


=1=4=: 


it^^rzit^il 


Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp. 

^  --1—4 ^ 


-1^- 


fi=«=i^ 


rr 


N \^ H 

|-T-=i=i|=1 
- — ~4 — 4 — 4 


J=E 


33? 


1.  Bless  -  ed     as  -    sur  -  ance,      Je  -  sus     is 

2.  Per -feet  sub-  mis  -  sion,     per -feet   de 
3-     Per -feet  sub-  mis  -  sion,      all      is      at 


mine  !      Oh,  what   a  fore  -  taste  of 

light.       Vis -ions   of  rap-  tare  now 

rest,          I      in     my  Sav  -  lour  am 

# • •- 


glo  -  ry  di 
burst  on  my 
hap  -  py    and 


^  1^ 

Heir      of  sal    -  va   -    tion,  pur-chase  of 

An  -  gels  de  -  scend  -  ing  bring  from  a 

Watch -ing  and     wait  -   ing,  look -ing  a 


God, 
bove 
bove, 


9^^E^=^=^: 


EEEEt: 


=P: 


-•-^ 


i 


^— V — ^- 


s^ 


-J*^^ 


L/  -5- 


Si:i4.:^;4: 


Chorus. 

-^^ — ^■ — N- 


t—i~f 


:±=:±| 

i: 


^le 


Born   of    His     Spir   -     it,     wash'd  in     His       blood. 
Ech  -  oes    of      mer    -    cy,      whis-pers    of        love. 
Fill'd  with  His   good  -  ness,     lost    in     His       love. 


This    is     my      sto    -    ry, 


-V — u— 


-u- 


^~ 


4==P 


-UvJ h- 


-N — N — N-,  -I 1 -h \ — ^-^^ 1 ^^^ P ^     4-=v-^ p — Ht|--i 


this     is     my      song,      Prais-ing    my    Sav  -  iour      all     the    day     long.       This  is    my 

^ 


gT|^^==ti=^=d:— t==t=t=t=34i:i=t==fc 


:g^=j^r- 1 -^=z|vzzzj^M;^j 


'=^^ 


sto  -  ry,       this     is      my     song,      Prais-ing    my  Sav  -  iour 


U  -9-    -0-'  -9-» 

all   the  day    long. 


Tzzp p 1^ — [^ — j^_  f — p — ?: — 1^ — t^— "^p-i •-= «—»—•- 
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No.  74. 


LEAD  ME,  SAVIOUR. 


F.  M.  D. 

With  expresssiori. 


Frank  M.  DaviS. 


^=i=r 


-?:)- 


# — ft- 


t=:^^=^-l 


mm 


1.  Sav  -   iour.lead  me    lest 

2.  Thou   the    ref  -uge   of 

3.  Sav  -  iour,  lead  me,  then 

-(2-  -(2- 


U  1/ 
I  Stray, 
my  soul 
at     last, 

^  -fL  f: 


ES^ 


Gen  -   tly    lead  me  all   the 

When  life's  storm-y  bil-  lows 

When  the  storm  of  life     is 

! J. 


:^=fc 


Sav 


lead  me,  lest    1    stray. 


=1: 


Gen 


tly 


1/      I*' 
way; 

roll, 

past, 


TT 


=1: 


^3ei=^3t 


w — m — m — 

^ i/ U' — 

lead    me     all     the     way; 


-^S 


I  am  safe  when  by   Thy     side, 

I  am  safe  when  Thou  art    nigh, 

To  the  land     of     end-  less  day, 

^  -(2.  -^' 


-^  -<S2-       '"  '"'  -0^"-P-      -P-      -P-      -#- 


It 


safe  when  by    Thy    side, 


I     would  in    Thy    love   a  -  bide. 
All      my   hopes  on  Thee  re  -  ly. 
Where    all  tears  are  wiped  a  -  way. 


Lead    me,        lead     me, 


ii^ 


:tt^ 


-0-    -(•- 


=t: 


•— ^^ 


would 


^        \J        -^        V       . 
in     Thy    love     a  -  bide. 


=t= 


-»-^- 


.  .      -' P — #—=4^-^ 

2:|i)i^=--N=f=J=i: 
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i^z:^: 


S=J=I 
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n 


Sav    -    iour,lead  me,   lest     I    stray  ;(lest     I  stray,)  Gen   -    tly    down  the  stream  of 

-^   -#--*-   -^   'P-  -^-  -P- 

— H • 1 b 1 •— r» • •—I 1 • • • • • — -t — 


rit  e  dim. 


-u — U — ^' 


-Sh^ 


<S>-r- 


-&* 


:j: 


:^ 


i     -? 


as5E^ 


time,(  stream  of  time,)  Lead  me,  Sav  -  iour,     all      the      way,     (all  the     way,) 

^       4t-     -PL     M.       -P-     -P-       -P-  \  I  ^       N       I 


^ 


:p: 


=F=^ 


4=: 


— iS»-r- 
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From  "Cfcrola  of  Joj,"  by  per. 
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No.  75. 


CROWN  HIM. 


"  Thott  hast  crowned  him  zviih  glory  atid  honor y 


Rev.  Thomas  Kei.ly. 


Arr.  by  Geo.  C.  Stebbins,  by  per. 


^g^ 


^ 


4fiU: 


t 


-^-- 


1.  Look,     j-e  saints,  the 

2.  Crown    the    Sav  -  iour  I 

3.  Sin   -  ners   in        de 

4.  Hark!   the  bursts  of 


4^- 


sight     is     glo  -  rious,    See     the  "  Man     of     sor- rows"  now, 
An  -  gels  crown  Him,  Rich     the     tro-phies  Je   -   sus    biings, 

■    ris  -  ion  crown'd  Him,  Mock  ■  ing    thus    the     Sav-iour's   claim, 
ac  -  clam-  a  -    tion !  Hark!  these  loud   tri-umph  -  ant   chords, 

-•-^-4*^— • -fl-T— f"^ • • s 'y^ ^ 


?^ 


^==ti: 
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, 

1        ^     1 

, 
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l^ — ^   A      H 
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From 

the  fight 

re  - 

turn     vie  -  to  - 

rious. 

Ev    -    *rv 

knee 

to 

Him   shall 

bow. 

In 

the  seat 

of 

pow'r     en-throne 

Him, 

While   the 

vault 

of 

heav  - 

:n 

rings. 

Saints 

and    an  - 

gels 

crowd     a -round 

Him, 

Own     His 

ti    - 

tie, 

praise    His 

name. 

Je    - 

sus  takes 

the 

high  -  est    sta  - 

tion. 

Oh,     what 

joy 

the 

sight 

if  - 

fords. 
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— » f — 

-l=\ 
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-•- 
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-•-. 

# 
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«. 

_.  t 

<§      I 

!l 

S_ " 

r  •        r     r 

' 

'L        '■         '         '■ 

'^      1 

^  fi 
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\j 
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p 
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1 

^     1 

1/        1 
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,' 
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fc/ 

1/ 

'1^ 

1/ 

^ 

Eefrain. 


Crown  Him  !  crown  Him,  an  -  gels  crown  Him  !  Crown  the  Sav-iour  "  King  of     kings." 


T— t-r— r 
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Crown  Him!  crown  Him,  an  -   gels  crown  Him  !  Crown  the  Sav-iour  "King  of    kings." 

-Up- 
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No.  76. 


IN  THE  ROYAL  ARMY. 


Fanny  J.  CrosbV. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 


1.  In     the    Roy  -  al      ar  -  my,      Sol-diers    of     the  King,  Marching  forth  to    con -quest, 

2.  In     the    Roy  -  al      ar  -  my,     Like  the  tried  and  true,      Fol  -  low  your  Comman  -  dp-, 

3.  In     the    Roy  -  al      ar  -  my,     Faith-ful      to     the    last.  Great  will    be    our     tri  -  umph, 


— » 1 i • • • 1 F # b 1- 


17— t/ 


r- 


tiv 


m 


— ^^-4^- 


tH 


Chorus. 


-^-'- 


iil^ 


^ 


~m — f — <^- 


9i, 


Joy  -  ful  let  us  sing. 
Keep  Him  still  in  view. 
When   the      con  -  flict  's  past. 


Sol  -  diers   of     Je-  sus,       Forward    let      us     go, 


+~      -m-    -^ 


:t:=t: 
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Ik                    k          N         f 

_i'^  1*^  ^  N    1 

1 

^        ^        ^        1 
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=5       4.      ^=taJ'     &j 
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=J— 5— i=5:— ^— 
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On-ward,  trust-ing.pray 

r 

-•- 

Brav-ing     ev  -  Vy     foe ; 

Sol 

-m- 

-  diers    of     Je  -  sus. 
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-^-^V. 


-d — d- 


^=a 


11 


Lift    the  standard   high,     On-ward, Christian  sol  -  diers,  We'll  conquer    by    and    by. 


1i=^: 
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Copyright,  1893,  bj  W.  U.  Doane. 
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No.  77. 


MY  JESUS,  I  LOVE  THEE. 


"Aline  are  thine,  and  thitie  are  mine.'''' 


A.  J.  Gordon,  by  per. 


:d=d: 


-rfz=.-Az:iM^g: 


1.  My 

2.  I 

3.  I     will 

4.  In 


Je 

love 
love 


^i^4 


4=*: 


— f5>- 
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.-N- 


::1;; 


sus  I 
Thee,  be 
Thee     in 


man  -     sions     of 


-•-       ^ 

Thee,     I 
Thou  hast 
I         will 
ry      and 


^^==4= 


know  Thou  art 
first  lov  -  ed 
love  Thee  in 
end  -  less      de 

-a = =- 


:E^E 


-i — X- 


mine, 

me, 
death, 

light. 


r--- 


-^-=^- 


j=q=i 


i^ 


For  Thee        all      the        fol 

And  pur  •    chased  my         par 

And  praise     Thee      as  long 

I  '11  ev      -      er         a  •     dore 


lies        of  sin 

don  on  Cal 

as  Thou  lend 

Thee  in  heav 


:±==:i: 


I  re    -  sign; 

va  -     ry's      tree; 
est         me        breath ; 
en  so        bright ; 


J J- 


:=1^± 


-i^^ 


::]== 


-G>- 
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My      gra  -     cious     Re 
I         love      Thee    for 


And     say 
I  '11     sing 


-\- 


--^-=^- 


when  the 
with     the 


deem 
wear 
death 
glit 


er,  my 
ing  the 
dew  lies 
ter    -  ing 


Sav 

thorns 

cold 


lour    art  Thou, 

on     Thy  brow , 

on       my  brow, 

on        my  brow, 
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No.  78. 


TAKE  ME  AS  I  AM. 


"  Hear  viy  prayer,  O  Lord,  and  let  my  cry  come  itnto  Thee," 
Eliza  H.  Hamilton.  Geo.  C.  Stebbins. 


— , s — ^ — ^ — \ — N-r — — 'I 


-I^- 


r 


-(S-^ 


1.  Je   -  sus,     my  Lord, to  Thee  I      cry,  Un  -  less   Thou  help  me      I    must   die; 

2.  Help-less       I     am  and  full   of    guilt,  But     yet       for    me  Thy  blood  was  spilt; 

3.  I       bow     be-fore  Thy  mer-cy  -  seat,  Be  -hold     me,   Sav-iour,    at    Thy  feet; 

4.  If     Thou  hast  work  for  me    to      do,  In-  spire    my    will,  my  heart  re -new; 

5.  And  when     at   last  the  work  is   done,  The     bat  -  tie  fought,the   vie -fry    won; 


9y^r^:fe^: 
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Oh, 

bring 

Thy 

free     sal  -  va  - 

tion 

nigh, 

And 

take 

me 

as 

am. 

And 

Thou 

canst  make   me  what  Thou 

wilt, 

And 

take 

me 

as 

am. 

Thy 

work 

be- 

gin.    Thy  work 

com 

-plete. 

And 

take 

me 

as 

am. 

And 

work  both 

in,     and    by 

me 

to, 

And 

take 

me 

as 

am. 

Still, 

still 

my 

cry   shall   be 

a    - 

lone, 

Oh, 

take 

me 

as 

am. 
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Chorus. 
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Take         me 


I  am, 


Take 


me 


=^: 
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Lord,     I     give   my  -  self    to   Thee,        Oh,    take 


me     as 


■■^-^ 
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am. 
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No«  79. 


JOY  IN  HEAVEN. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRiCK.    By  per. 


1.  There  is    joy      a-mong  the   an  -  gels,  There's  a  mighty  shout  of  rapture;  Far  be- 

2.  There  is    joy      a-mong   the   an -gels   By      the  shin-ing,  crys-tal  riv-er,  For   a 

3.  There   is    ho   -  ly    joy      in  heav  -  en  High- er,  pur  -  er  than  the  angels' ; 'T  is  the 


^ 


3EEE? 


:^ 


yond  the  pear  -  ly  gates  the  news  has  come  Of 

waud'ringone    is   safe  with -in     the   fold;  For 

Fa-ther's  heart   re-joic-ing    in      its    love;  'Tis 

i-0-  -p^-  -0- ' 


a  sin  -  ner  now  re- 
the  Shep- herd  sought and 
the  Sav  -  iour-Shep-herd 
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pent    - 

ing, 

To 

the 

gos    - 

pel- 

word 

con 

-  sent 

-    ing, 

-Of 

a 

found 

him, 

And 

the 

arms 

of 

love 

are 

round 

him 

Hear 

the 

sing     - 

ing 

O'er 

the 

lost 

one 

He 

is 

bring 

-  ing, 

Bring 

-ing 

m=^ 


moRvs. 


-\ . 


:^ 


^:-T-^ 


con  -  trite  soul  that  seeks  its  bet  -  ter  home, 
mu  -  sic  grand-ly  ring  from  harps  of  gold, 
to      the  ■  ev  -   er  -  last  -  ing  home   a-  bove. 


Joy,    joy,   joy,       joy       in  heav'n, 


is: 
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JOY  IN  HEAVEN.     Concluded. 
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jov      a-mong    the  an  -  gels  ;  Join  their  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  songs   to-day.  (to-day.) 
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No.  80.      THERE'S  A  WIDENESS  IN  GOD'S  MERCY. 


Frederick  W.  Faber. 


Ps.  136  :  1-25. 


ffi 
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Lizzie  S.  Tourjee.    By  per. 


S 
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1.  There's  a  wide-ness    in  God's mer-cy,    Like  the      wide-ness  of      the    sea; 

2.  There    is  wel- come  for  the    sin  -  ner,  And  more    grac  -  es  for      the  good; 

3.  For       the  love   of     God  is  broad -er   Than  the      meas-ure  of   man's  mind; 

4.  If         our  love  were  but  more  sim  -  pie,  We  should  take  Him  at    His    word ; 
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There's  a   kind-  ness    in  His  jus  -  tice,  Which  is  more  than  lib  -  er  -   ty. 

There     is    mer  -   cy    with  the  Sav-iour;  There  is  heal-  ing   in     His   blood. 

And       the  heart     of      the         E-ter-nal      Is     most  won-  der-ful  -  ly    kind. 

And      our  lives  would  be  all  sun-shine  In      the  sweet  -  ness  of     our   Lord. 
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No.  81. 
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HE  SAVED  MB. 

"//■<?  z's  able  to  save  to  the  uttermost  all  that  come  unto  Him." 

Copyright,  by  Philip  Phillips,  iS 
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1.  I       was    once 

2.  I       was     long 
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far        a    -     way     from       the       Sav 
in       that      sad      night       of      dark 


lour, 
ness, 


And     his 
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face       was        not        smil  -  ing  on  me ; 

bright    ray  of        light   could  I  see ; 
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I         won  -  dered         if 
This  thought  filled        my 
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Christ,  the     Re-deem  -  er, 
poor  heart  with  sad    -   ness, 


Would  save      a    poor     sin  -  ner 
No    hope     for      a        sin  -  ner 
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like    me. 
like    me. 
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Sin  -  ner 
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won  -  dered 


if     Christ,    the         Re- 


like      me, 


1i=T: 


HE  SAVED  ME.     Concluded. 


3  But  there  in  that  dark  lonely  hour, 

Came  a  voice  sweetly  whispering  to  me, 
Saying  Christ,  the  Redeemer,  hath  power 
||:  To  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me.:|| 

4  I  listened,  and  lo !   'twas  the  Saviour, 

Then  speaking  so  kindly  to  me ; 
And  now  unto  others  I'm  telling, 

{{:  How  He  saved  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 


5  I  then  fully  trusted  in  Jesus, 

And  oh,  what  a  joy  came  to  me ; 
My  heart  it  was  filled  with  His  praises, 
||:  For  saving  a  sinner  like  me.:(| 

6  And  when  this  life's  journey  is  over, 

And  I  the  dear  Saviour  shall  see; 
I'll  praise  Him  forever  and  ever, 
||:  For  saving  a  sinner  like  me.:|| 


No.  82. 


CHEER  THEE,   SAD    SOUL. 

"  Be  of  good  cheer.'''' 

—*■ — « — ($1- 


Dr.  Thos.  Hastings. 


1.  God    is       near    thee,  therefore   cheer  thee, 

2.  Calm  thy      sad  -  ness,  look    in      glad  -  ness 


1— ^ — * — F 


He'll    de  - 
Faint  and 
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fend    thee  when  a  -  round  thee      Bil-lows  roll,    When  a-round  thee  bil  -  lows   roll, 
wea  -  r)',     pil-grim,  cheer  thee.    Help  is    nigli  !  Pilgrim,  cheer  thee,  help  is      nigh  ! 


— .-<2^ 
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3  Mark  the  sea-bird  wildly  wheeling 
Through  the  skies  ! 

God  defends  him,  God  attends  him 
When  he  cries  ! 

God  attends  him  when  he  cries. 


4  God  is  near  thee,  therefore  cheer  thee. 

Sad  soul  ! 
He'll  defend  thee,  when  around  thee 

Billows  roll  ! 
Wbsn  around  thee  billows  roll. 
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I'LL  BE  THERE. 


Isaac  WatTS. 


Adapted  by  \Vm.  J.  KiRKPAtRicii. 


1.  There  is       a  land      of  pure     de-light,  Where  saints  im  -  mor     -    tal     reign; 

2.  There  ev-  er-last  -  ing  spring  a-bides,    And  nev    -    er  -  with  -  'ringflow'rs; 

3.  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swell-ing  flood    Stand  dressed  in     liv     -     ing    green; 

4.  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood,    And  view       the  land  -  scape   o'er, 
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In  -  fin  -  ite  day  ex-cludes  the  night.  And  pleas  -  ures  ban  -  ish  pain. 
Death,  like  a  nar  -  row  sea,  di-vides  This  heav  -  'nly  land  from  ours. 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Ca  -  naan  stood.  While Jor  -  dan  rolled  be  -  tween. 
Not    Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood  Should  fright  us  from   the   shore. 
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I  '11  be  there,       I  '11  be  there,        When  the  first  trumpet  sounds  I  '11  be  there, 
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I  '11  be  there,  I  '11  be  there, 


^r\ 


pl >— ^=1:3 


I  '11  be  there. 
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I  '11   be  there. 
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I  '11   be  there, 
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When  the  first  trumpet  sounds  I  '11  be  there. 


gife 


l=5=fcfc 


-s-> — >  ■  s 


33^ 


333^ 


Wi 


I  '11  be  there. 
Copyright,  18S7,  by  Wm.J.  Kirkpatrick. 


I  '11  be  there, 
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ALMOST    PERSUADED. 

'"Almost  thou  persuadest  7ne  to  be  a  Christian^* 

Words  and  Music  by  P.  P.  Bliss.    By  per. 


I.  "  Al  -  most  per-suad -ed"    now    to     be  -  lieve;      "  Al  -  most  per-suad-ed"  Christ  to     re  -  ceive  ; 


Seems  now  some  soul  to  say,  "  Go,  Spirit,  go  Thy  way,  Some  more  convenient  dav    On  Thee  I'll   call." 


-  "  Almost  persuaded,"  come,  come  to-day 
"  Almost  persuaded,"  turn  not  away  ; 
Jesus  invites  you  here. 
Angels  are  ling'ring  near, 
Prayers  rise  from  hearts  so  dear  : 
O  wanderer,  come  ! 


3  "Almost  persuaded,"  harvest  is  past ; 
"  Almost  persuaded,"  doom  comes  at  last ; 
Almost  cannot  avail. 
Almost  is  but  to  fail  ; 
Sad,  sad  that  better  wail — 
Almost— but  lost. 


No.  85. 


JESUS    OF    NAZARETH. 


Miss  Emma  Campbell. 


T.  E.  Perkins. 


By  per. 


j  What  means  this  eager,  anxious  throng,  Which  moves  with  busy  haste  alonpf;  [throng  reply, 

^"  (  These  wondrous  gatherings  day  by  day  ?  What  means  this  strange  commotion,  pray  ?  In  accents  hush'd,  the 


^  ^.  M.  M-  4t-  -m.    ^ 
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Who  is  this  Jesus?    Why  should  He 
The  city  move  so  mightily? 
A  passing  stranger,  has  he  skill 
To  nxjve  the  multitude  at  will? 
|]:  Again  the  stirring  tones  reply, 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by."  :|| 

3  Jesus  !  't  is  He  who  orrce  below 

Man's  pathway  trod  'mid  pain  and  woe  ; 
And  burdened  ones,  where'er  He  came, 
Brought  out  their  sick,  and  deaf,  and  lame  ; 
ji :  The  blind  rejoice  to  hear  the  cry  ; 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by."  :|| 


4  Ho  !  all  ye  heavy-laden,  come  ; 
Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest,  and  home. 
Ye  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face, 
Return,  accept  His  proffered  grace. 

II :  Yc  tempted  ones,  there's  refuge  nigh  : 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by."  :|| 

5  But  if  )-ou  still  this  call  refuse. 
And  all  His  wondrous  love  abuse. 
Soon  will  He  sadly  from  you  turn. 
Your  bitter  prayer  for  pardon  spurn. 

II :  "Too  late  !  too  late  !"  will  be  the  cr}^: 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  by ."  ;|| 
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THE  HANDWRITING  ON  THE  WALL. 


"And  ike  king  saw  the  part  of  the  hand  that  wrote." — Dan.  5  :  5. 
K.  Shaw.                                                                                         Knowles  Shaw.     Arr.  by  E.  O.  ExceLL. 
-V-T— ] T — :: : ;: K 1 N -N- 
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At      the    feast     of      Bel  -  shaz-zar 


and  a  thousand  of  his  lords,  While  they 
in  the  roy  -  al  pal  -  ace  hall,  They  were 
as       he    stood   be-fore  the  throng,  And    re- 


fAt 

\  In  the  night  as  they     rev  -  el 

f  See  the  brave  cap  -  tive     Dan  -  iel 

\  As  he     read  out  the      writ-ing — 'twas   the    doom    of  one  and    all,      For       the 

f  See  the   faith,  zeal  and    cour-age,    that  would  dare     to    do    the  right.  Which  the 

\  In  his  home  in  Ju  -    de  -  a,        or         a        cap-tive     in     the   hall,      He 

f  So  our  deeds  are  re  -  cord  -  ed — there's  a    Hand  that's  writing  now.  Sin  -  ner, 

\  For  the     day  is  ap-proach-ing —  it    must  come    to    one    and    all — When  the 
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drank  from  gold  -  en      ves  -  sels,      as      the    book     of  truth     re-cords ; 


f  buked  the  haugh  -  ty     mon  -  arch     for      his   might  -  y  deeds    of  wrong  ; 
■\  king  -  dom  now    was      fin-ished — [C;«//  ...... 


f    spir  -  it     gave     to      Dan  -  iel — this      the 
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to       his 


•I 


t     un  -  der  -  stood    the    writ  -  ing 
give  your  heart    to       Je  -  sus, 
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sin- ner  s    con- dem 
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roy 


cret    of       his  might ; 
al    man-date    bow ; 


'twas  the 

said  the 

of  his 

will  be 
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1.  hand   up-on  the  wall.    'Tis   the  hand  of  God    on    the  wall,  'Tis    the 

2.  hand   up-on   the  wall. 

3.  God    up-on  the  wall. 

4.  writ -ten  on  the  wall.    'Tis  the  nand   of  God  that  is    writ-ing  on  the  wall,  'Tis    the 
■0-  '  •0-    •0-       a    ^           ■0-'  ■0-      -0-      -0-      -0-      -0-.     ^        ^        ^  s  .     m 
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hand    of  God    on    the  wall,  "Shall  the  record  be,  "Found  wanting,"  or 

hand    of  God   that    is    writ-ing     on  the  wall; 
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THE  HANDWRITING  ON  THE  WALL.    Concluded. 
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shall  it  be,  "Found  trusting?"  While  that  hand  is  writing  on   the  wall, 

writ-ing    on   the  wall 
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No.  87. 

E.  A.  Hoffman. 


NEARER  TO  ME. 


William  A.  Galpin,  by  per. 


1.  Draw    near,     O  Christ!  to     me.       Near-  er      to 

2.  Draw    near,     O  Christ!  to    me.       Near  -  er      to 

3.  Draw    near,     O  Christ!  to    me.       Near-  er      to 
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me, 

me, 
me. 


Un-worth-y  and  un- 
My  soul  with  strong  de- 
Let    all    thy  wealth  of 
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clean  Though  I  may  be;  Come  with  thy  quick-'ning  grace.  Show  me  thy 
sire  Burns  af  -  ter  thee;  Let  me  thy  joys  par  -  take,  Come,  ere  my 
love      Fall       up  -  on     me ;  Touch     ev  -  'ry        se  -  cret         sin,     Wash     me  and 
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smil  -  ing       face, 

spir  -  it        break, 

make    me       clean, 
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Draw  near  this  hal-Iowed  place.  Draw  near  to  me. 
For  thy  sweet  mei-cy's  sake,  Draw  near  to  me. 
Let    noth  -  ing  stand     be-tween    My     heart    and    thee. 
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spirited. 


LIFE'S    HARVEST 

"  The  harvest  truly  is  plenteoics,  bitt  the  laborers  arc  /eiu." 

I.  B.  Woodbury. 


By  per. 


I.  Ho  !  reap-  ers  of  life's  har-vest,     Why  stand  wth  rusted   blade,       Un  -  til  the  night  draws 

D.  s.  The    gold  -  en  mom  is 
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round  thee, 
pass-ing. 
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And   day     be-gins  to      fade  ?         Why  stand  ^-e     i  -  die,  wait-ing 

Why  sit      ye     i  -  die,  dumb  ?                             '  /  ,         , 
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For  reap  -  ers  more  to    come  ? 


:gi- 


2  Thrust  in  your  sharpened  sickle, 

And  gather  in  the  grain. 
The  night  is  fast  approaching, 

And  soon  will  come  again. 
The  Master  calls  for  reapers, 

And  shall  He  call  in  vain? 
Shall  sheaves  lie  there  ungathered, 

And  waste  upon  the  plain  ? 


3  Mount  up  the  heights  of  Wisdom, 

And  crush  each  error  low  ; 
Keep  back  no  words  of  knowledge 

That  human  hearts  should  know. 
Be  faithful  to  thy  mission, 

In  service  of  thy  Lord, 
And  then  a  golden  chaplet 

Shall  be  thy  just  reward. 
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CHRISTIAN'S    MISSION. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


I.  Brother,  3-ou  may  work  for  Je- sus,   Godhasgiv-en     you  a  place     In  some  por-tion  of  His  vine-yard, 
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And  will  give  sus-tain-ing  grace.    He  has    bid  -  den  you  "  Go  la  -  bor,"  And  has  promised  a     re  -  ward  ; 

rit. 


E-venjoy    and  life     e  -  ter- nal       In    the  king-dom  of  your  Lord,     In    the  kingdom  of  your  Lord. 


2  Brother,  you  may  pray  to  Jesus 

In  your  closet  and  at  home  ; 
In  the  village,  in  the  city, 

Or  wherever  you  may  roam. 
Pray  that  God  may  send  the  Spirit 

Into  some  dear  sinner's  heart, 
And  that  in  his  soul's  salvation 

II ;  You  may  bear  some  humble  part.  :| 

3  Sister,  you  may  "  sing  for  Jesus," 

(),  how  precious  is  His  lo\e  ! 
Praise  Mim  for  His  boundless  blessings 
Ever  coming  from  above. 


Sing  how  Jesus  died  to  save  3-ou, 
How  your  sins  and  guilt  He  bore  ; 

How  His  blood  hath  sealed  your  pardon 
||:  "  Sing  for  Jesus  "  evermore.  :|| 

4  Brother,  you  may  live  for  Jesus, 

Ilim  who  died  that  you  may  live  ; 
O,  then  all  your  ransomed  powers 

Cheerful  to  His  service  give. 
Thus  for  Jesus  you  may  labor. 

And  for  Jesus  sing  and  pray  ; 
Consecr;Ue  your  life  to  Jesus  ; 

||:  Love  ur.d  serve  Him  every  day.  •.\ 
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BmNGING   IN   THE   SHEAVES! 


'  He  that  goetk  forth  and  ivccpcth,  bca>-ing p7-ecious  scrd,  shall  doubtless  come  again  with  rejoicing,  bringing 

his  sheaves  with  him.'''' 
Knovvles  Shaw.  Arr.  from  G.  A.  Miner. 
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I.    Sowing  in        the  morn  -  ing,  sow-ing  seeds    of  kindness,  Sow- ing    in       the  noon-tide 
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;    ^Yait-ing  for       the    har  -  vest,    and     the  time    of     reap  -  ing, 
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We  sliall  come  re  -joic-ing,  bringing  in       the  sheaves  !  Bringing  in     the  sheaves  !  bringing 
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in  the  sheaves!  AYe  shall  come  re-joic-ing,  bringing  in    the  sheaves  !  bringing  in  the  sheaves! 
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2  Sowing  in  the  sunshine,  sowing  in  the  shadows, 

Fearing  neither  clouds  nor  winter's  chilling  breeze; 
By  and  by  the  harvest,  and  the  labor  ended, 

We  shall  come  rejoicing,  bringing  in  the  sheaves ! 

3  Go,  then,  ever  weeping,  sowing  for  the  Master, 

Though  the  loss  sustained  our  spirit  often  grieves ; 
When  our  weeping's  over,  He  will  bid  us  welcome, 
We  shall  come  rejoicing,  bringing  in  the  sheaves  ! 
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No.  91. 


GOD  BE  WITS  YOU. 


'  The  Lord  watch  between  us. 


P 


fea 


lg|^i=^ 


W.  G.  toMiJK. 


m 


0^:-0 li ^ #- 


4—t 

I.   God    be  with  you    till    we  meet    a  -  gain  ;     By    his  counsels  guide,  up-hold    you, 
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With    his  sheep  se  -  cure-ly     fold     you,    God     be  with  you   till    we  meet    a  -  gain. 


^^b^=F — E-3U=E 
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:^=t: 


Till    we   meet,     .     .      till    we    meet.  Till  we  meet  at    Je-sus'feet; 

Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet  a  -  gain,  Till  we  meet ; 
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Till    we    meet,     .       .     till    we    meet, 

Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet  a  -  gain 
^      ^'  ^   M.      ^     M. 
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God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain 
.f^f-^ M- 


Copyright,  1886,  by  J.  E.  Rankin. 

2  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 
'Neath  his  wings  securely  hide  you  ; 
Daily  manna  still  divide  you, 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. — Cho. 

3  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 
When  life's  perils  thick  confound  you; 


f^=^ 


■v- 


«- -^ 


Put  his  arms  unfailing  round  you, 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. — Cho. 

4  God  be  with  you  till  me  meet  again, 
Keep  love's  banner  floating  o'er  you ; 
Smite  death's  threatening  wave  before  you, 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. — Cho. 
Rev.  J.  E.  Rankin. 
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No.  92. 


BEULAH    LAND. 

^''Sorrow  and  sighing  shall  Jlee  away." 


Edgar  Stites. 


I 


John  R.  Sweenev.  Bv  per. 

-^— j^-j \-  '  ■ 


9= 


1.  I've  reach'd  the  land    of     corn     and  wine.  And    all      its  rich  -  es     free  -  ly  mine, 

2.  The  Sav  -  lour  comes  and  walks  with  me,    And  sweet  com-mun-ion  here  have  wc  ; 


^£ 


«-r-# 


It 


'■^ 


P 


Here  shines  un-dimm'd  one  bliss  -  ful  day,     For      all     my  night  has  pass'd    a  -  way. 

He     gen  -  tlj-  leads  me      with   His  hand,  For     this     is    heav-en's    bor  -  der-land. 

4t-     ^       ^         ^\    j(t.     4t       *-       *-'  ■•-■, 


O        Beu  -  lah  land,  sweet  Beu-lah  land,    As      on      thy  high -est  mount    I  stand, 


— — • Tm-\~~&~^ — M 1* a~  •  "!•• ^ w •~T — w •■ 
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look      a  -  way       a  -  cross    the  sea.  Where  mansions  are     pre  -  pared    for    me. 


5'ff — ^ -#-- — # — -» • — \--*— — • — • • — 
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And   view   the  shin  -  ing    glo  -  ry  shore,  My  heav'n,  my  home,  for      ev  -  er  -  more. 


7iJ- 
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3  A  sweet  perfume  upon  the  breeze 
Is  borne  from  ever  vernal  trees  ; 
And  llosv'rs  that  never  fading  grow 
Where  streams  of  life  forever  flow. — Cho. 


4  The  zephyrs  seem  to  float  to  me 
Sweet  sounds  of  heav'ns  melody. 
As  angels,  with  the  white-rob'd  throng, 
Join  in  the  sweet  redemption  song.  —  Cho, 


yi 


LET  THE   CHILDREN   COME. 


-^-^^r 


1-  -  *i  •  .  -N — I — F-P — ^-^-i  -«  -^ — ^ — F«-T-»- 


Philip  Phillips. 


S^ 


1.  In  the  early  spring-time,  When  5-our  leaves  are  fair,  Little  buds  of  promise,  Little  blossoms  rare  ; 

2.  All  the  lit-tle  chil-dren   Gladly  will  we  bring  To  the  arms  of  Jesus,  Heav'n's  exalt-ed  King  ; 


.  »     ■*-   -^  '—      ■*-      -^      •*-    m    .  m 


fc:d=l 


;— ^      ^    I  i»-;-*-y-.-S-<g— I- 


Hear  the  words  of  Je-sus,  Precious  will  they  be,  Bring  the  lit-tle  chil-dren,  Let  them  come  to  Me. 
For  the  in  -  vi-  ta  -  tion,  Gracious,  full,  and  free,  Says  to  all  the  children,  Let  them  come  to  Me. 


-<i-tr-g-6>—  - 


Chorus. 


W     u* 


Let  them  come  to  Me,    Let  them  come  to  Me,  Bring  the  little  children,  Let  them  come  to  Me. 


:=5=?.iz'=:'rtEp:i: 


4l=t=?: 


3  Let  them  come  m  welcome 

To  My  bleeding  side. 
To  secure  their  pardon 

I  was  crucified  : 
They  may  be  forgiven. 

From  the  law  set  free, 
L  the  Lord,  have  risen, 

Let  them  come  to  yi^.—Cho. 


'J       y 
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4  Jesus,  we  are  coming 

To  Thy  loving  arms, 
Safely  there  reposing. 

Sin  no  longer  harms. 
From  the  wiles  of  Satan 

Thou  canst  set  us  free. 
Though  we're  little  children. 

We  will  come  to  Thee.— C/j<7. 


No.  94. 


BEAUTIFUL,  THE  LITTLE  HANDS. 

"  Something  for  each  to  do." 


:^=i^ 


-• 0 — V ar 


i-iT 


BisHOP  W.  Johns. 


^-^-.a 


I.  Beau-ti- ful  the  little  hands,  Thatful-fill  the  Lord's  commands  ;  Beauti-ful    the  little  eyes. 


Kindled  with  light  from  the  skies.   Beautiful,   beautiful,     lit-tle  hands.  That  ful-  fill  the 
N       ,S       ^ N     _,N  ^^_^ S     s   ^    ■*-     ■»-■*- !         >   J       # 


t-V-|- 


From  "  Ciospel  Pells 


Tij  {icrmission  olU,  A,  Summer  &  Co.,  Chicago, 
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BEAUTIFUL,  THE  LITTLE  HANDS.    Concluded. 


-i^- 


liH^ZzfEES 
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Lord's  commands ;   Beauti-ful,    beauti-ful    lit  -  tie  eyes,  Kindled  with  light  from  the  skies 


2  All  the  little  hands  were  made 
Jesus'  precious  cause  to  aid  ; 
All  the  little  hearts  to  beat 
Warm  in  his  service  so  sweet. 

Cho. — Beautiful,  &c. 

3  All  the  little  lips  should  pray 
To  the  Saviour,  every  day; 


All  the  little  feet  should  go 
Swift  on  his  errands  below, 
Cho. — Beautiful,  &c. 

3  What  your  little  hands  can  do, 
That  the  Lord  intends  for  you; 
Make  that  thing  your  first  delight, 
Do  it  to  him  with  your  might. 
Cho. — Beautiful,  &c. 

T.   CORBEN, 


No.  95. 


WHEN  THE  KING  COMES  IN, 


"The    \Vedding  Carmoit." 


E.   S.  LORENZ. 


sfe?=i=?^^ 


^=\- 


h^» 5-4-*^= ^ N SH 1 1- 

V-^-0 =— ^* « w— ; — i^^^ « -A 
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I.   Call'd    to    the  feast  by  the  King  are  we,      Sit-ting,   perhaps,  where  his    peo-ple    be: 
•0-     -0-  ,  -^  I  .  N  S  I 


f^.-\ 7, — I ' — —I * •-7-5-r-* ^ ?5- 
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Refrain, 


How  will  it  fare,  then,  with  you  and  me, When  the  King  comes  in,  When  the  King  comes  in, brother. 


_i^-c — ^ — ^ — c — > — ^-r, — I — p=r| ^__j — |_zcc=ip — j__p — I — 
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AVhen  the  King  comes  in!    How  will   it  fare  with  you  and  me  When  the  King  comes  in? 

LI L[ ^ ^ 1 / L| 1 Ct L| ^ 1 j LI 


From  "  Songs  of  Grace,"  by  per. 

2  Crowns  on  the  head  where  the  thorns  have 
Glorified  he  who  once  died  for  men  ;  [been, 
Splendid  the  vision  before  us  then, 

When  the  King  comes  in. — Ref. 

3  Like  lightning's  flash  will  that  instant  show 
Things  hidden  long  from  both  friend  and  foe, 


r- 


Just  what  we  are,  every  one  will  know, 
When  the  King  comes  in. — Ref. 

4  Joyful  his  eyes  on  each  one  shall  rest 
Who  is  in  white  wedding  garments  dressed— 
Ah  !   well  for  us  if  we  stand  the  test. 
When  the  King  comes  in. — Ref. 

J.  E.  Landor, 
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No.  96. 
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LEAD,  KINDLY   LIGHT. 

.-1 >- 


J.  B.  Dykes. 
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I.   Lead,  kind-ly  Light,   a  -  mid  th'cn-circling   gloom. 


Lead  Thou      me     on  ; 


Bigt 


-0 — 0- 
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The    night      is     dark,  and    I 


am      far    from      home. 


Lead  Thou       me 


iiiPi^iii 


The      dis  -  tant      scene  ;  one  step  e 


nough 


'9 
for 
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I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou 

Should  St  lead  me  on  ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path  ;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on. 
I  loved  the  garish  day  ;  and  spite  of  fears. 
Pride   ruled    my  will  :    remember  not  past 
years. 


So  long  Thy  power  has  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone. 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile. 
Which    I    have   loved    long   since,  and   lost 
awhile.     Amen. 

John  "SL  Newntao. 
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No.  97.        NOTHING-  BUT  THE   BLOOD   OF  JESUS. 


Copyright,  1876. 


^''Without  shedding  of  blood  is  no  remission. 

Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  Robert  Lowrv. 

—I 1- 


Refrain, 


What  can  wash    a  -  way  my    stain  ?  Nothing  but  the  blood  of 
What  can  make  me  whole  a  -  gain  ?  Nothing  but  the  blood  of 

m         m         ^        -•-       -^       •*-       -f^  m       m       m      ■»-     ■^-       "*- 


is  the  flow  That  makes  me  white  as  snow  ;  No  oth  -  er  fount  I  know,  Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. 


a^E?^ 


t:=ti 
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2  For  my  cleansing  this  I  see — 

Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus  ; 
For  my  pardon  this  my  plea — 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. — Ref. 

3  Nothing  can  for  sm  atone  — 

Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus  ; 
Naught  of  good  that  I  have  done — 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. — Ref. 

4  This  is  all  my  hope  and  peace — 

Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus ; 


-r 

This  is  all  my  righteousness- 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. — Re/. 

5  Now  by  this  I'll  overcome — 

Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus; 
Now  by  this  I'll  reach  my  home — 
Nothmg  but  the  blood  of  Jesus. — Re/. 

6  Glory  !  glory  !  thus  I  sing — 

Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus  ; 
All  my  praise  for  this  I  bring — 
Nothing  but  the  blood  of  Jesus.— /i</". 


No.  98. 


THIS   I   DID    FOR   THEE. 

"  He  was  bruised  /or  our  iniquities." 


Philip  Phillips. 


I    gave    my 


life 


=^ 


for    thee,    My 


pre  -  cious    blood 
-J- 


S=^ 


shed, 

^ — 


EgE 
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That  thou  might'st 


ii^i^fe^ 


im 


T 

ran  -  som'd  be.  And  quicken'd,  quicken'd 


::S=T=*i=i= 


pp=i 
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from  the  dead. 


g^ive   my    life    for    thee,  for 


thee  ;  What  hast  thou  giv'n  for 


E^EiEF^: 


Me, 


for 


Me  ?  What  hast  thou  done   for    Me,    for    Me  ? 


fEEE^ 


:|== 
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2  I  spent  long  years  for  thee, 

In  weariness  and  woe, 
That  one  eternity 

Of  joy  thou  mightest  know. 
I  spent  long  years  for  thee,  for  thee ; 
1:  Hast  thou  spent  one  for  Me.  for  Me  ?  :( 

3  And  1  have  brought  to  thee, 

Down  from  My  house  above, 
Salvation  full  and  free. 


My  pardon  and  My  love. 
Great  gifts  I  brought  to  thee,  to  thee ; 
II:  What  hast  thou  brought  to  Me,  to  Me  ?  :|| 
4  Oh,  let  thy  life  be  given, 

Thy  years  for  Me  be  spent, 
\\'orld  fetters  all  be  riven, 
And  joy  with  suffering  blent. 
Give  thou  thyself  to  Me,  to  Me, 
1:  And  I  will  welcome  thee,  yes.,  thee  !  ;|| 
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No.  99.      I    AM    SWEEPING    THROUGH    THE    GATE. 

"  The  gates  of  it  shall  net  he  shut  at  all  hy  day  ;  /or  there  shall  be  no  night  there.'''' 


Rev.  John  Parker. 


fc&^ 


t^:-^=^z; 


— N- 
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Phiup  Phillips. 


■p « -0 -»_ -* « 0 L 


I  am  now  a  child  of  God,  For  I'm  wash'd  in  Je  -  sus'  blood. 
O,  the  bless  -  ed  Lord  of  light,  I  have  loved  Him  with  my  might: 
'       ^      ^      ^      ^        ^^        ^^ 


I      am 
Now  His 


SEEB^^: 


X- 
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# « 0 0 0 • 0 0-^-(&-'. 0 0-^-0 •- 0 0 0H-*—  h 
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watching,   and    I'm  long  -  ing  while    I      wait ;    Soon  on  wings  of     love    to     fly         To     my 
arms    en  -  fold   and    com  -  fort  while    I      wait ;        I     am  lean  -  ing    on    His  breast,      O,     the 


* # 0 »— r    „    . 0 a— r-# -0 • 0 • 
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-^=t^— #— •-.-i^  T-*-C^ -=t: 


home  be  -  j-ond  the  sky,  To  my  wel-come, 
sweet-ness  of  His  rest.  And  I'm  think  -  ing 
■^      ^      -«-  J^        ^ 


I'm  sweep-ing  through  the     gate, 
my  sweep-ing  through  the      gate. 


Refrain 


In      the     blood     of    yon  -  der  Lamb,  VVashM  of        ev  -  'ry    stain     I        am ; 


llHii 


g^^-s 


Robed      in 


ji^feU 
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z^zh 
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Repeat  pp 


0 ^— '     i       ^c 


white  -  ness. 


clad 


bright  -  ness. 


§i^i 


f=i= 


ZZGT- 


am    sweep  -  ing  through  the 
*-        *-        -^         0 


S=§^E^=F=: 


gate. 


-«^" 


tsziz: 


3  I  am  sweeping  through  the  gate 
Where  the  bless  d  for  me  wak. 

Where  the  weary  workers  rest  for  evermore  ; 
Where  the  strife  of  earth  is  done. 
And  the  crown  of  life  is  won  :       • 

Oh,  I'm  thinking  of  the  city  while  I  soar. 


4  Burst  are  all  my  prison  bars ; 
And  I  soar  beyond  the  stars. 

To  my  Father's  house,  tlic  bright  and  blest  estate. 
Lo  !  the  morn  eternal  breaks, 
And  the  song  immortal  wakes  ! 

Robed  in  whiteness,  I  am  sweeping  thro'  the  gate. 
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No.  100. 


ART    THOU    WEARY?       8,5,8,3. 

''  This  is  the  rest  wherewith  ye  tnay  cause  the  weary  to  rest" 


H.  W.  Baker,  Bart. 


Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 

Art  thou  sore  distrest  ? 
"  Come  to  me,"  saith  One,  "  and  coming 

Be  at  rest !  " 
Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 

If  He  be  my  guide? 
"  In  His  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints, 

And  His  side." 
Hath  He  diadem  as  monarch 

That  His  brow  adorns? 
"  Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety, 
But  of  thorns !" 


If  I  find  Him,  if  I  follow, 

What  His  guerdon  here? 
"  Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor, 

Many  a  tear." 
If  t  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at  last? 
"  Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 

Jordan  past." 
If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me. 

Will  He  say  me  nay? 
"Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away." 


No.  lOI. 


F.  R.  Havergal. 


1.  Take    my    life,    and 

2.  Take    my  hands,  and 


CONSECRATION     HYMN. 

"  Neither  count  I  my  life  dear  unto  myself.'''' 

-J J--,. 


"\-h-^—\ 


From  Mozart. 


-<&-— 


=^: 


igp^iS 


1 — «*- 

I 

crat  -  ed,    Lord,    to     Thee ; 
im  -  pulse    of      Thy    love  ; 


Take    my 
Take    my 


mo  -  ments    and     my  days, 
feet,     and       let     them    be 


Let    them  flow     in    cease  -  less    praise. 
Swift    and  beau  -  ti  -    ful       for       Thee. 


.(z — r— 


-M^m 


3  Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only,  for  my  King  ; 
Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  Thee. 

4  Take  my  silver  and  my  gold  ; 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold  : 
Take  my  intellect,  and  use 
Every  power  as  thou  shalt  choose, 


5  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  Thine ; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine  ; 
Take  my  heart  ;  it  is  Thine  own, 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 

6  Take  my  love  ;  my  Lord.  I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasure-store  ; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  ALL  for  Thee. 
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No.  102. 


EVENING   SHADES.      Ss  &  7s. 

4 ^* 


:—•-*- 


D.  A.  JOMHS. 


S^^i=gS 


I.  Si-  lent  -  ly       the  shades  of     eve-  ning     Gath  -  er  round  my  lone  -  ly     door; 

-# r-^ 


2  O,  the  lost,  the  iinforgotten, 

Tlaougli  the  world  Ije  oft  forgot ; 
O,  the  shrouded  and  the  lonely ! 
In  our  hearts  they  perish  not. 

3  Living  in  the  silent  hours, 

\\'here  our  spirits  onlj-  lilend ; 
They  unlinked  with  earthly  trouble, 
We  still  hoping  for  its  end. 

4  HoAv  such  holy  nieni'ries  cluster. 

Like  the  stars  when  storms  are  past. 
Pointing  up  to  that  fair  haven 
We  may  hope  to  gain  at  last. 


No.  103. 


Gentle   Promptings. 

1  Listen  to  the  gentle  promptings 

Of  the  Spirit's  warning  voice, 
Can  ye  heed  His  solemn  warnings? 
Can  ye  slight  His  wondrous  grace? 

2  Sweetly  calling  on  the  erring. 

Pardons  offered  without  price ; 
Come,  and  round  the  altar  kneeling, 
O  receive  the  offered  grace. 

3  Joy  and  hope  the  troubled  conscience 

Will  allay  with  soothing  peace  ; 
Press  we  then  to  realms  of  glory, 
Run  with  joy  the  heavenly  race. 


No.  104. 


ROCK  OF  AG-ES.     7s,  6  lines. 

"  B:it  the  l^orU  is  luy  de/ence,  and  7:!y  Cod  is  the  rock  of  my  rc/uge" 


cleft    for 
per  -  feet 

#- 


me, 
cure, 


Dr.  T.  Hastings. 
Fine. 


X 


Let     me      hide       my- self    in     Thee; 
Save   me.    Lord,   and  make  me     pure. 


^ 


■-¥- 


D,C. 


I^ 


:q: 


"zr 


Let     the      ^va    -    ter     and    the     blood,   From  Thy  wound  -  ed  side  which  flowed, 


ii^=^ 


£^E 


-I— I l-^i l-T • ^ •• 

#-- — • — — (9 » •- »- 


£ 


2  Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
This  for  sin  could  ne'er  atone, 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone  ; 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  mine  eyelids  close  in  death. 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages  !  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. — Topladf. 
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No.  105. 


HOME    OF   THE    SOUL. 


'  And  there  shall  in  no  wise  enter  into  it  anything  thai  defileth,  neither  whatsoever  worketh  abomination  or 
ntaketh  a  lie  :  but  they  which  are  written  in  the  LatiiPs  Book  of  Life. ''^ 

Philip  Phillips,  from  "Singing  Pilgrim." 


i)=v:d=r=q==::^ 


*       ^  tl 


home     of  the  soul,  Where  no  storms  ev-er    beat      on   the    glit  -  ter-ing  strand,  While  the 


O- 


^- 


^=^ 


Hi2=:zi| 


"P    y 


-V-V- 


-V— W- 


-i^^^- 


isi  time.  2.d  time.  Fine. 


j^ 


9 — *- -^=^ ^»—i-0—0^^^i& •— •— Lg — LC 


years    of 


roU. 


roll.     While  the  years  of    e   -   ter  -  ni  -  ty    roll. 


2  O  that  home  of  the  soul  in  my  visions  and 

dreams. 
Its  bright  jasper  walls  I  can  see, 
Till  I  fancy  but  thinly  the  veil  intervenes 
II :  Between  the  fair  city  and  me.  :| 

3  There  the  great  tree  of  life  in  its  beauty  doth 

grow, 

And  the  river  of  life  floweth  by  ; 
For    no    death    ever   enters    that   cit)',   you 
know, 
II :  And  nothing  that  maketh  a  lie  ;  :| 


4  That  unchangeable  home  is  for  you  and  for 

me, 
Where  Jesus  of  Nazareth  stands  ; 
The  King  of  all  kingdoms  forever  is  He, 
II :  And    He  holdeth  our  crowns    in   His 
hands.  :| 

5  O  how  sweet  it  will  be  in  that  beautiful  land, 

So  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain  ! 
''Vith  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in 
our  hands, 
II ;  To  meet  one  another  again.  :  || 

Gates. 


No.  106. 


THE     GLORY    LAND. 


1  Far  from  these  scenes  of  night. 

Unbounded  glories  rise, 
And  realms  of  jo)'  and  pure  delight 
Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

2  Fair  land  ! — could  mortal  eyes 

But  half  its  charms  explore. 
How  would  our  spirits  long  to  rise. 
And  dweU  on  earth  no  more ! 


S.  M. 


3  No  cloud  those  regions  know, — 

Realms  ever  bright  and  fair  ! 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe. 
Can  never  enter  there. 

4  O  ma}'  the  prospect  fire 

Our  hearts  with  ardent  love, 
Till  wings  of  faith,  and  strong  desire. 
Bear  every  thought  above,        Steele. 
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No.  107. 


LOVE  DIVINE.     8s  &  7s. 


Andante  con  tnofo.      . 


«•• 


John  Zundel, 

— r-l — r^-x- 


s=s=i 


"The  chie/est  among  ten  thousands.' 

Love  di-vine,    all  love    ex-celling,  Joy  of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down  !  Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling, 

D.  S.   Vis  -  it      us  with  Thy  sal  -  va-tion, 

-I 


tzz 


ip— p— |gz:E[g— E-  ^-'=-1 


m — m-Co — m — ^-D-^ 


All  Thy  faithful    mercies  crown.  Je-sus,  Thou  art  all    com-pas-sion,  Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art; 
Ell  -  ter     every  trembling  heart. 


St^JlTi 


1 \ ' 1 h' ' •S'— H-*:; » 1 1 hi — 

czaz c j,_| D  » — I p — P-trp 


t-tizE 


-| — ^ 


2  Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast! 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit, 

Let  us  find  the  promised  rest. 
Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive  ! 
Speedily  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave ! 


3  Finish  then  Thy  new  creation, 

Pure,  unspotted  may  we  be : 

Let  us  see  our  whole  salvation 

Perfectly  secured  by  Thee! 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place; 

Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

Charles  Wesley. 


No.  108. 


COME  TO  THE  FOUNTAIN. 

"  IVaiting  to  save." 


Geo.  C.  Stebbins. 


••-     •S'-    -«-      -m-    -m-.  -m-  -3-    ■&-    -«- 


1.  Come  with  thy  sins  to  the  fountain,  Come  with  thy  burden  of  grief;     Bu-ry  them  deep  in     its     wa-ters, 

2.  Come  as  thou  art    to    the  fountain,     Je  -  sus     is  wait-ing    for  thee  ;  What  tho'  thy  sins  are  like  crimson. 


Chorus. 


!— e=i^\-gi'^8z=:f:h:J!EEgiv— FS ^-i-i^-s'— Eg=:g:i:zS— S— 


— I -i- — I — " — •-;— i 


:*=iri 


There  thou  wilt  find     a       re  -  lief. 
White    as    the  snow  they  shall  be. 


Haste  thee    a  -  way,  why  wilt  thou  stay  ?  Risk  not  thy  soul    on      a 


r- 


-^-r- 


s^iiiilS^^f: 


^z=rr^FiH--z3agi=«g=Sz:^g±r*±:E^3Z3EH 


moment's    de  -  lay; 


to    save    thee,    Mer  -  cy       is  plead -ing     to-day. 


^^iFS==i^i=T=.S=r 


;fct 


Copyright,  1883,  by  Geo.  C.  Stebbins. 

3  These  are  the  words  of  the  Saviour  ; 
They  who  repent  and  believe. 
They  who  are  willing  to  trust  Him, 
Lift'  at  Ui'^  hand  shall  receive. 
Cho, — HcSte  thcc  away,  etc. 


4  Come  and  be  healed  at  the  fountain, 
List  to  the  peace-speaking  voice; 
Over  a  sinner  returning 
Now  let  the  angels  rejoice. 
Cho, — Haste  thcc  away,  etc. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


lOU 


No.  109. 


T.  C. 


REDEEMED. 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God,  which  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world  I ' 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


'Me^ 


— T-i — ''^  ^^  r^-M — K— i^-^n 1 — H — i-T— I r^-r -\— 


I.  O,   sing    of    Je-sus,  "  Lamb  ofGod,"  Who  died  on  Cal-va  -  rv, 
J2.     •.. 


I 
And     for      a 


1^  .  Refraim.    .     


ran  -  som  shed  His  blood  For  you,  and  e  -  \'en    me.  I'm  re  -  deemed, . .       I'm  re- 


r*-  — 1 =-#-r  »- 


■•-    -a- 


:f=t= 


I'm  re-deemed, 
-0-S—0-0- 


-^±: 


^^^=:]- 


-g — 9 a-\—0- 


-^Sll 


deemed Thro'  the    blood   of   the  Lamb  that  was     slain I'm  re- 

I'm  re-deemed,  of     the     Lamb  that  was  slain, 


V 


■ '      ^I 


f — F — 


-JZL 


-*-^- 


.0 0 0 ^_  J_^. .  — '^'- 


deemed,. . . .       I'm   re  -  deemed,. .  .  .      Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah    to  God  and  the  Lamb  ! 
I'm  re-deemed,  I'm  re-deemed, 

g:!  1L  ^ A.'   ^    ^     *.'  f.  ^    ^  ^  t.    ^ 


§i^E& 


■^*       ■^"      "'57. 

^ — Mb — ^EE 


2  O  wondrous  power  of  love  divine  ! 
So  pure,  so  full,  so  free  ! 
It  reaches  out  to  all  mankind, 
Embraces  even  me. 
I'm  redeemed,  &c. 


3  All  (jlorv  now  to  Christ  the  Lord, 
And  evermore  shall  be  ! 
He  hath  redeemed  a  world  of  sin, 
And  ransomed  even  me. 
I'm  redeemed,  &c. 


iOl 


No.  no. 


S.   O.   M  ALLEY  CLt  FF. 


I     AM    PRAYING-    FOR    YOU. 

"  Evenings  and  morning,  and  at  noon,  "will  I  pray  " 

Ira  D.  Sankev.     By  per. 


I.     I     have    a      Sav-io'ur,  He's  pleading  in    glo  -  ry,    A     dear  lov  -  ing  Sav-iour,  tho' 

I        I         I         i        I  .      .         ■         I        I 


-^r=^=$^Z 


t=|: 


=t=F 


:^- 


^ * S^-^— 1-4 1 1 •-+ H • 1-4- « 1 M <5l^— ^- — •— F 


earth-friends  be  few;  And  now     He     is  watch -ing    in     ten  -  der-ness  o'er     me,  And 


-I — 


I      I 


O      that  my     Sav-iour  were  your    Sav-iour  too  !      For  you       I     am  pray  -  ing,  For 
'  "       *  ■•  •-      «       -^     ■*• 


gife|=-.:=j4-=j 


t 


^ 


^-:S: 


/^    PP 


?'fl//. 


j ^-X «-— # ^ ' LL 


ing,  I'm  pray  -  ing  for       you. 

• —  •  I  -«? —  • —  i>- 1 1- 


t'- 

2  I  have  a  Father  ;  to  me  He  has  given 

A  liope  for  eternity,  blessed  and  true  ; 
And  soon  He  will  call  me  to  meet  Him  in  heaven  ; 
But  O,  may  He  lead  you  to  go  with  me  too  ! — CJio. 

3  I  have  a  robe  ;  'tis  resplendent  in  whiteness. 

Awaiting  in  glory  my  wondering  view; 
O,  when  I  receive  it  all  shining  in  brightness, 

Dear  friend,  could  I  see  you  receiving  one  too  ! — Cho. 

4  I  have  a  peace  ;  it  is  calm  as  a  river — 

A  peace  tliat  the  friends  of  this  world  never  knew; 
M}-  Saviour  alone  is  its  Author  and  Giver, 

And  O,  could  I  know  it  was  given  to  30U  ! — Cho, 

5  When  Jesus  has  found  you,  tell  others  the  story. 

That  my  loving  Saviour  is  your  Saviour  too  ; 
Then  pray  that  your  Saviour  may  bring  them  to  glory, 

And  prayer  will  be  answered — 'twas  answered  for  you  ! — Cho^ 
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No.  ill. 


ETERNITY    IS    DRAWING    mail. 


HORATIUS    BoNAR,  D.D. 


"  T/ie  night  is  far  spent,  the  day  is  at  hand.'''' 


Philip  Phillips. 


iiHllii^^l^iiiii^E 


1.  Pray,    brethren,    pray,     The    sands    are     fall  -  ing  ;     Pra}-,    brethren,  prnv,  God's 

2.  Praise,  brethren,   praise,   The    skies     are    rend-injj  ;   Praise,  brethren,  praise,  The 

■•-_      -0-        -|g-   •  -^  -f-  -fi-  -yg-  . 

"p— P# >g'-'— P?  '"  "' 


--»— r-«-:- 


^^¥=t==^: 


-\ — +-H» ^-  —+-Ky 


I  I     '^     N       I  ^^^  S       I 


voice        is     call  -  ing ;   Yon  tur   -    ret  strikes  the  dy  -   ing  chime.  We  kneel     up- 
fight         is     end  •  ing  ;    Be -hold!    the    glo    -    ry  draw-eth    near.    The  King    Him- 

-tS- 


-—- C^-' -0-T    ' ^ 1 T-t . 1 1 1— T-1 ; I 1 ' T-*-- 


- 1- — —  »^T-»  •      # — ■ 


Refrain. 


:=^=:i=i 


H^^-^: 


0      — ^-.x_«_.: — ^ #-^— • 1 — ' — %~^ — *i ^ ^_-L_« « ^_  — ^_l_^_? ? — L 

U  •0-         -0-  .      -*■      -0-  I 


on      the  edge    of  time. 
self    will  soon  ap  -  pear. 


ter  -    ni  -  ty      is  draw-ing  nigh,    E  -  ter 


Ca; 1 — \-^.—\ 1 1 — ig — \--0-' — 0 0 — I 0 0 — F— •-— I — 4— ^-' •— 


d-^ 


ty. 


ni  -  ty, 


ig^ie£=iiiiE^=gi 


3  Watch,  brethren,  watch, 
The  day  is  dying  ; 
Watch,  brethren,  watch, 
The  time  is  flying  ; 
Watch  as  men  watch  the  starting  breath, 
Watch  as  men  watch  for  life  and  death. 


4  Look,  brethren,  look, 
The  day  is  breaking; 
Hark,  brethren,  hark, 
The  dead  are  waking. 
With  girded  loins  all  ready  stand — 
Behold  !  the  Bridegroom  is  at  hand. 


♦  The  next  four  measures  sung  in  unison  are  very  eflFective. 
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No.  112. 


I  BRING  MY  SINS  TO  THEE. 


Words  by  Miss  F.  R.  Havergal. 


Music  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick,  by  per. 


^ 


=1: 


f=i=i 


-N— 


t 


1.  I  bring  my  sins    to  Tliee,  Tiie     sins       I      can  -  not  count,  That 

2.  I  bring  my  grief  to  Thee,  The    grief       I       can  -  not  tell;  No 

3.  My  joys  to  Thee   I  bring,  The     joys    Thy  love      has  given,  That 

4.  My  life  I  bring  to  Thee,  I      would  not     be        my  own;  O 


all  may  cleans- ed  be 

words  shall  need  -  ed  be, 

each  may  be          a  wing 

Sav  -  iour,  let        me  be 


1/ 

In  Thy  once 
Thou    know  -   est 

To  lift  me 
Thine      ev    -     er, 


o   -    pened 
all        so 
near  -  er 
Thine   a 


ga^ 


:t:==t: 


-r^r 


Chorus. 


I  bring  them,  Sav  -  iour,  all 

I  bring       the  sor  -  row  laid 

I  bring  them,  Sav  -  iour,  all 

My  heart,      my  life,      my  all 


94ifc 


t-- 


g 


to  Thee,  The  bur   -   den       is         too 

on  me,         O  suf   -  f'ring      Sav  -  iour, 

to  Thee,  Who  hast       pro   -  cured  them 

I  bring.      To  Thee,     my        Sav  -  iour, 


great  for    me.    The  bur 

all  to   Thee,    O  suf 

all  for    me.  Who  hast 

and  my  King,    To  Thee, 


den     is  too  great 

f'ring  Sav    -  iour  all 

pro-cured    them  all 

my    Sav  -  iour  and 


m^: 


-H- 


iip 


1.  The     bur  -  den    is        too  great  for  me,    too  great,  too  great  for 

2.  ()       suf-f  ring  Sav  -  iour,    all     to  Thee,  O    Sav -iour, all       to 

3.  Who  hast    pro-cured  them    all    forme,    Procured  them  all     for 

4.  To   Thee,  my  Sav  -  iour  and  my  King,  My  Sav -iour  and    my 

C'opjrijhl,  1885,  br  Wm.  J.  Kirkp«triok. 
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me. 
Thee, 
me. 
King. 


No.  113. 


SALEM'S    MIGHTY    KING. 


"  Blessed  is  he  that  cometh  in  the  name  of  the  Lord.' 
Prelude  and  Chorus. 


Strew   the    way    with  palm    leaves.    To       the      ho    -    ly       cit 

p-^ g_'_L-^ * ^ * r-*- 


Philip  Phillips. 


Chil  -  dren    in       the 


:=1: 


r=j5= 


--^m 


:iH=B|=«!=:at 


=3- 


ri :^ ^ L 


tern  -  pie.      Make  the  arch  -  es        ring  ; 


Strew  the  way  with  palm  leaves,  Shout   a  -  loud    Ho- 


=m-=-9-- 


_L  — Pg--— j*  •~0— P b« — !=• 


tz=C: 


J •l-T M 


/^/«^.      Solo — Pastorale. 


san    -    na,       Bow    the  knee  be  -  fore     Him,       Sa  -  lem's  mighty       King. 


F:?: 


J^t=d 


1.  He  whose  smile  re- 

2.  He  who  touch'd  the 


=j-^- 

-*-*- 


^B 


3t:S= 


h \- 


flect  -  ing    light,  Turn'd  to       wine  the     wa  -  ter  bright ;      He     who     on     the    storm  -  y    deep 
sa  -   ble     bier,    Dried    the       cliildless   wid  -  ow's  tear;        He     who    then  but    gen  -  tly  spoke. 


i^Hm^iiiiiiii 


Hush'd  the     roll-  ing  waves  to    sleep ;  Cleans'd  the  lep  -  er      by       a     word,   Heal'd  the  sick,    the 
And     her     son     to       life        a  -  woke ;    Why      re  •  buke    the    joy  -  ous  song,     Burst  -  ing  from     a 


:ff== 


«^i 


D.  C. 


deaf      re -stored;     He      who  bless'd  the  loaves,  and  fed        Hun-gry    souls  with    liv  -  ing  bread, 
grate  -  ful  throng?  Cease     to      chide  the    gath-'ring  crowd,    Or     the   stones  will    cry       a  -  loud. 


---=^:-=.-=.—z=S^-— 
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No,  114. 


Henry  F.  Lyte. 


MY    CROSS    I'VE    TAKEN. 

"  Take  up  thy  cross  and  follow  me." 


Spanish. 


I.  Je-sus,  I    my  cross  have  tak- en.     All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee ;   Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

D.  s.  Yet  how  rich    is  my  con-di-  tion. 


>-;t 


'j^gfB^ii^iia 


:t=i 


1 — I- 


Fine. 


Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be  !    Perish  ev  -  'ry  fond  am-  bi  -  tion.  All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known-; 
God  and  heav'n  are  still  my  own. 

-f^  -*  "^  ^      J  J  J    J  J   _fe  _i^_i     _       J     J  -(^  ^  ■S^_ 


2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  m\^  Saviour,  too  ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me — 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue.; 
O  !  while  Thou  dost  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might. 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  disown  me. 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 


Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer  ! 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  beiore  thee  ; 

God's  own  hand  will  guide  thee  there  ; 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


No.  115. 


H.  BONAR. 


JESUS    IS    MINE. 

"il/j'  Beloved  is  vtine." 


T.  E.  Perkins.    By  per. 


■^i^ipgilii*^§i^Sgs=?JP 


I.  Fade,  fade  each  earthly  joj',  Je  -  sus    is     mine  I     Break  ev  -  ry  ten-  der  tie,        Je    -    sus    is  mine  ! 


-^^m^m 


Dark 


is    the  wild-erness.  Earth  has  no 


resting-place,  Je  -  sus 


a -lone  can  bless,  Je  -  sus   is  mine! 


=t3=: 
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2  Tempt  not  my  soul  away, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 
Here  would  I  ever  stay, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
Perishing  things  of  clay, 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day. 
Pass  from  my  heart  away, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 

3  Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
Lost  in  this  dawning  light, 
Jesus  is  mine  ! 


All  that  my  soul  has  tried, 
Left  but  a  dismal  void, 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 
Jesus  is  mine  ! 

Farewell,  mortality, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
V/elcome,  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 
Welcome,  O  loved  and  blest, 
V/elcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest, 
V/^icomc    r.-\\  Saviour's  breast, 

Jesus  is  mine  ! 


lot) 


No.  116.    WHILE    THE    YEARS    ARE    ROLLING    ON. 


Hakriet  B.  McKeever. 
Recitanie. 


Jn'O.  R.  Svveney.     By  per. 


a     world    so      full       of     vveep-ing,  While    the  years    are     roll  -  ing 


on,       Chris -tian 


^Efe^-F?=E^=?ZE^fe^^i^Etes^3E 


-g=3- 
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souls   the  watch  are  keeping,  While  the    years  are  roll-in 


^^^=^ 


:i^=riz:;i=7-Sz= 


on.      While  our    jour  -  ney  we     pur- 


4 1- 


d^;=^^ 
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sue,     With     the     ha  -  ven      still       in     view,   There     is     work     for     us         to       do,     \\hile   the 


"^^^^^ 


=a: 


--^-=f 


— ^- 


E*EiEE£ 


-^^ ^— ^ 


O— : O- 


Chorus, 


,     U     i5    I 

on,    are  roll  -  ing    on, 


O,    the  good   we  may    be    do  -  ing,  While  the  years  are  roU-ing     on. 


^        w*  ^        '  V 

2  There's  no  time. to  waste  in  sighing, 

While  the  years  are  rolling  on; 
Time  is  flying,  souls  are  dying. 

While  the  years  are  rolling  on. 
Loving  words  a  soul  may  win 
From  the  wretched  paths  of  sin; 
We  may  bring  the  wand'rcrs  in, 

While  the  years  are  rolling  on. — CJio. 

3  Let  us  strengthen  one  another, 

While  the  years  arc  rolling  on  ; 
Seek  to  raise  a  fallen  brother. 
While  the  years  are  rolling  on. 


i=s^ 


This  is  work  for  ever}^  hand. 
Till,  throughout  creation's  land, 
Armies  for  the  Lord  shall  stand, 
While  the  years  are  rolling  on. — Cho. 

4  Friends  we  love  are  quickly  flying. 
While  the  years  are  rolling  on  ; 
No  more  parting,  no  more  dying^ 

While  the  years  are  rolling  on. 
In  the  world  beyond  the  tomb 
Sorrow  never  more  can  come, 
When  wc  meet  in  that  blest  home, 
While  the  years  are  rolling  on. — Cho. 
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No.  117. 


A    LITTLE    TALK    WITH    JESUS. 


Fischer.  By  per. 


^:g|_^^^jg_g-^-— ^^g_-^_j 


-J^ — I- 


sus,        how     it 
ward,    when    I 


soothes    the    rug  -  gad     road  ! 
faiat        be  -  neath    my     load  ! 


^=7- 


-i^ 


^^^^^^m 


When    my    heart      is     crush'd  with     sor  -  row,        and    my      eyes     with    tears     are 


dim. 


2  I  tell  Him  I  am  weary,  and  fain  would  be  at  rest; 

That  I  am  daily,  hourly  longing  to  repose  upon  His  breast ; 
And  He  answers  me  so  sweetly,  in  the  tenderest  tones  of  love, 
"  I  am  coming  soon  to  take  thee  to  My  happy  home  above." 

3  The  way  is  long  and  weary  to  yonder  far-off  clime. 
But  a  little  talk  with  Jesus  doth  while  away  the  time  ; 
The  more  I  come  to  know  Him,  and  all  His  grace  explore. 
It  sets  me  ever  longing  to  know  Him  more  and  more. 

4  So  I'll  wait  a  little  longer,  till  His  appointed  time. 

And  along  the  upward  pathway  my  pilgrim  feet  shall  climb; 
There,  in  my  Father's  dwelling,  where  many  mansions  be, 
I  shall  sweetly  talk  with  Jesus,  and  He  will  talk  with  me. 


No.  118. 


THE    LORD'S    PRAYER. 


Marshall.  By  per. 


'^- 


1.  Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed be        Thy       name; 

2.  Give  us  this  day   our dai      -    ly         bread; 

3.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  de        -       -       -       -       -        -         liver    us  trom      evil  ; 


?==^E 


tg- 


1 


Thy  kingdom  come  ;  Thy  will  be  done  on earth,      as  it         is        in        heaven. 

And  forgive  us  our debts,  as  we  for  -  give    our     debtors. 

For  Thme  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for    -    ever        and        ever.      A    -    men. 
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No.  119. 


KEEP    PRAYING    AT    THE    DOOR 

"  Seek^  and  ye  shall  find.'''' 

H — ,--^.A~^-A — N 


Philip  Phillips. 


'J  ^  I 

1.   Keep  praying  at     the     door.  And  knocking  while  you  pray,       Nor  tremble,  tho' the 

Ci**;— fi— #-4-H 1 1 \ 1 — ; — 1 1 ^ — ffS— 1~ h — \-\ — V\ 1 — \ 1 

=g»^r3j:=t^=:j L]lil=t=t:±l — ^1 — u3=*-"^HiWT^^^^^  E 

II  U       I         U*     I         ^ 

Refrain. 


t4==5=f 


tempter's  voice  Would  fright  your  soul  away.     Keep  praying  at    the     door,      Still  praying 
I — j-0 0 — » 0~J'~m^^ r T-*ZZ:* — #— »-r-#::-# — 0- 


--l-r-l^-J- 


iife 


at     the     door  ;     The'  long  the  answer     is  delayed,  Keep  praying  at  the     door. 
"7^  #■  -*-  ■#-     J«-  -      I 

h' 4--» 0 0 0-\-0 •- 


F^» 


2  The  Lord  will  surely  come. 
His  promise  cannot  fail  ; 
O  knock,  and  pray,  «nd  plead,  and  call. 
Thy  prayer  will  yet  pre%'ail. — Ref. 


3  The  door  will  open  wide. 
And  thou  shalt  enter  in, 
And  from  the  Holy  One  receive 
A  pardon  for  thy  sin. — Ref. 


No.  120. 

Dr.  L.  W.  MUNHALL. 


TEACH    ME    ALWAY. 

"  Teach  vie  Thy  "way,  O  Lord" 


^ 


3ES 


:i 


T- 


^^E 


D.  B  Towner. 


i 


4—4- 


I  y 

1.  Ho  -  ly  Spir-it,  Teach-er  Thou  !    In     hu-mil  -  i  -    ty     we   bow ;  Come,  perform  Thine 

2.  Com-fort-er      in  deed  Thou  art,  Speak  to  ev-'ry    ach  ing  heart ;    Let      me  nev-er 


of  -  fice  now,  Teach    me 
from  Thee  part,  Com  -  fort 

^       ^       iL       t-       ^ 


al     - 

al     - 


izp=lb 


way, 
way. 


f^f 


«5> 


f 


H 


2  Sent  to  be  our  Guide  to-day, 
Walking  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
From  it  may  we  never  stray. 
Guide  us  alway. 

4  Teacher,  Comforter,  and  Guide, 
Ever  in  our  hearts  abide  ; 
And  whatever  may  betide, 
Help  us  alway. 


loa 


No.  I2L 


HOLY,  HOLY!  LORD  GOD  ALMIGHTY! 


"They  rest  not  day  and  night,  saying.  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  God  Ahnighty,  which 
Reginald  Heber,  D.  D.        was,  and  is,  and  is  to  come." — Rev.  4  :  8.  Rev.  John  B.  Dvkes. 


,    .  M  1^  -r^r  II 

1.  Ho  -  ly,     Ho  -  ly,     Ho  -  ly!  Lord  God     Al- might  -y!     Ear  -  ly       in      the 

2.  Ho  -  ly,     Ho  -  ly,     Ho  -  ly  !  all  the  saints  a  -  dore    Thee,  Cast-ing  down  their 

J   r !   I' 


3  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  tho'  the  darkness  hide  thee, 
Tho'  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not  see, 
Only  Thou  art  Holy,  there  is  none  beside  Thee 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 


4  Holy,  Holy,  Holy!  Lord  God  Almighty  I 

All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name  in  earth,  and 

sky,  and  sea ; 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy!  Merciful  and  Mighty! 
God  in  three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity  I  Amen, 


No.  122.     CHILD    OF    SIN    AND    SORROW.       6s  &  4s. 


^^  Boast  not  of  to-morrow." 
Fine. 


A^- 


Thomas  Hastings. 

I       ^  D.C. 


ZSl 


i~Kr 


j  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow.    Filled  with  dis-may,  \ 
(Wait  not  for  to-morrow,  Yield  thee  to  -  day.  f 
D.C.  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow,    Hear  and  o  -  bey. 
I  I 


[room  ; 
Heav'n  bids  thee  come  While  yet  there's 

I      I 


2  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Why  wilt  thou  die? 
Conic,  while  thou  canst  borrow 

Help  from  on  high  : 

Grieve  not  that  love 

Which  from  above, 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Would  bring  thee  nigh. 


Siiiil^l^gSl^i^^llS 


3  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Thy  moments  glide. 
Like  the  flitting  arrow, 

Or  the  rushing  tide  ; 

Ere  time  is  o'er, 

Heaven's  grace  implore  ; 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrov 

In  Christ  confide. 
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4  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Where  wilt  thou  be 
Through  that  long  to-morrow,. 

Eternity? 

Exiled  from  home, 

Darkly  to  roam, 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Where  wilt  thou  flee  ? 

Thomas  Hastiogs, 


No.  123. 


HERALD    ANGELS.       7s. 

"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest^ 


Spirito. 


Felix  Mendelssohn. 


^-^ r-T 1 1     LlJ ' ' 


:-3=^ 


r.  Hark  !  the  her -aid    an -gels  sing,   "  Glo-ry     to  the  new  born  King  !  Peace  on  earth,  and 

1..     '^ 


^y 


mer  -  cy     mild  ;    God  and  sin  -  ners  rec  -  on-ciled."  Joy  -  ful,  all    ye    nations,   rise  ; 


:f=^ 


:id=d: 


— »^^  — •—         ^ 

Join  the    triumph   of    the    skies;  With  th'angel- ic  hosts  proclaim,'*  Christ  is  born  in 


^'\ 


f 


A     ^ 


^FiSEEE^t 


I     I 


i_^: 


i 


r— — -^ ^ ^ — h^' 


Beth-lehem."  Hark  !  the  her -aid  an-gels  sing,    "  Glo  -  ry     to      the  r.ew-born  King  !" 


=t=t= 


r^f=^ 


2  Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace! 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings. 
Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 
Let  us  then  with  angels  sing, 
'•  Glory  to  the  new-born  King  ! 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild  • 
God  and  sinners  reco'i.ri'ed  !  " 
Hark  !  the  horalJ  ;(.;-.  cl^,  5:c. 

Ill 


Charles  Weslaf. 


No.  124. 


EVENING    PRAYER.       8s  &  7s. 


D,    BORTNIANSKY. 


I^E^JiipgE^ 

^  '         '        -0-       -0-       -». 


i  Sav  -  iour  !  breathe  an  eve-ning  bless  -  ing,     Ere      re  -  pose  our     spir  -  its    seal  ;) 
/  Sin     and   want   we     come  con  -  fess  -  ing,  Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  canst  heal,  y 


Though  the  night    be     dark    and  drear  -  y,      Dark  -  ness  can  -  not     hide  from  Thee; 


9:— 5=P — t — * 


^: 


— 5 • • — r-i • G r 


Thou    art    He    who,     nev  -  er     wea  -  ry,    Watch-est  where   Thy      peo  -  pie 


2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrow  past  us  fly, 
Angel  guards  from  Thee  surround  us. 

We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us. 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 
Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 

James  Edmeston. 

No.  125. 

Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 

Bv  permission. 


I  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
Anl  bi'ls  me,  at  my  Father's  throne. 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known  ! 


In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief, 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief. 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare, 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 

To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless : 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  pra3-er, 
May  I  th}'  consolation  share. 

Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight ; 
This  robe  of  flesh,  I'll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize  ; 
And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air. 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer  ! 


;i2 


No.  126. 


F.  J.  Crosby. 


TO    JESUS    I    WILL    GO. 

"/  ivill  arise  and  go  to  my  /ather,^' 


W.  H.  DoANE.    By  per. 


I.  There's  a     gentle  voice  within  calls  a  -  way,     'Tis   a  warning  I  have  heard  o'er  and  o'er  ; 

^  v'    y    ^    y    \      y   y 


z:>^:::^-:i^^=:=!=^^==^T: 


:::I^_Jv^3^z[ ^^ — ^T:=|:=^_f,, — ^ 

-J  — J — I — *i P — I — 7i-i-\ — I- — I 


^: 


::Nz— vr: 


JtZZ^ 


m 


But  my  heart  is  melted  now,   I      o  -  bey  ;  From  my  Saviour   I   will  wander   no  more. 


■•■     ■•-      -19- 


— -.0 — «  ^-( 1 1 • — 0 0 — i=-y  I — --,  ~m — #"T-| 1 1 1 1 1 ' — r<*-i — r 

^  ^      v>     V     \ii     \        ^    yi 

Chorus.  w         ».        N        N        I 

:^=qz:zI^=:^3q^=Fdz=If^=zf^=:^=Ip=^I7^=:^==j=j±=j -^=^^T=q==r 

Y—%  =5  -- ^— g  ^-F» — * — i — ?-^-F-g  F^ — ^ — ^ — * — ^ — I — »i  T  f :   -F 

Yes,    1   will  go ;    yes,     I     will  go ;        To    Je  -  sus     I     will   go     and    be    saved  ; 


■— f- 


siiiSiioig 


felz;:zfc 


-I 1 1— 


-^-* 


l=fe?j 


Yes,     I     will  go  ;    yes,       I     will  go ; 


P 


To    Je  -  sus     I     will    go    and    be    saved. 


*  S 


— ^— 1 "^ 1 — ^1 b — b — I *^-b-^— b — b — b — I b — f^-^-'- — ^^ 


r— p- 


2  He  has  promised  all  my  sins  to  forgive. 

If  I  ask  in  simple  faith  His  love  ; 
In  His  holy  word  I  learn  how  to  live, 

And  to  labor  for  His  kingdom  above. — Cho. 

3  I  will  try  to  bear  the  cross  in  mv  youth, 

And  be  faithful  to  its  cause  till  I  die  ; 
If  with  cheerful  step  I  walk  in  the  truth, 

I  shall  wear  a  starry  crown  by  and  by. — Cho. 

4  Still  the  gentle  voice  within  calls  away, 

And  its  warning  I  have  heard  o'er  and  o'er; 
But  my  heart  is  melted  now,  I  obey  ; 

From  my  Saviour  I  will  wander  no  more. — C/u?. 
Copyright,  18Cy,  iu  "Bright  Jewels,"  by  Biglow  &.  Shiiu  <;u. 


No.  127. 


BEHOLD    THE    BRIDEGROOM. 

^^  Behold,  the  bridegroom  cometh  ;  go  ye  out  to  meet  Hint.''^ 


-A 


^— « — -«— '-^— — i 0-.—0 — • — • — 9 — -€— '-^ 0-^—0 — 0 ^ # 

-♦•-*-#■■#■.  -0-      -0- 


R.  E.  Hudson. 


1.  Are  you      read3'       iot  the  Bridegroom  When  He  comes,  when  He  comes?  Are  j'ou 

2.  Have  your  lamps  trimmea  and  burning.  When  He  comes,  when  He  comes  ;  Have  your 


■•-  •     ♦     ^     *- 


■0-  '      ■0-       -0-  •#-  #• 


U     U      tJ     U      1^      i^!     U     U     U     1/      I       P      tJ     I        1/      L/ 


^^ 


ready  for  the  Bridegroom  When  He  comes,  when  He  comes?  Behold  !   He  com-eth  !  be- 
lamps  trimmed  and  burning  When  He  comes,  when  He  comes.   He    quick  -  ly  com-eth  !    He 


A    ^    f: 


-r— .-->-.-. 


D.  s.  Behold  !  He  cometh  !   be- 
Fine.   Chorus. 


hold  !  He  cometh  !  Be  robed  and   ready,  for  the  Bridegroom  comes.  Behold  the  Bridegroom, 
quickly  cometh,  O  soul,  be  ready  when  the  Bridegroom  comes. 


hold  !  He  cometh  !  Be  robed  and  ready,  for  the  Bridegroom  comes. 


-Tt-TT-h — j-;:^^— -T^^-* — • — * — ;— PF-* — 0-'.-0—0~  VV 

Bridegroom,  for  He  comes,  for  He  comes 

t   :t   tL   t:    ^   tL     p'p   t:' 


for  He  comes,  for  He  comes  !  Behold  the  Bridegroom,  for  He  comes,  for  He  comes 


—'^-i-'it- 


V 1/- 


3  II :  We  will  all  go  out  to  meet  Him 

When  He  comes,  when  He  comes  ;  :|| 
He  surely  cometh  !  He  surely  cometh  ! 
We'll  go  to  meet  Him  when  the  Bridegroom 
comes. — C/io. 


4  |:  We  will  chant  alleluias 

When  He  comes,  when  He  comes  ;  :|| 
Lo  !    now  He  cometh!    lo  !    now  He 
cometh  ! 
Sinj  allcluiu/or  the  Bridegroom  comes. — CAo, 


iii 


No.  128. 


ONE  SWEETLY  SOLEMN  THOUGHT. 


I 


"Noiu  they  desire  a  better  country,  that  is,  a>i  heavenly." — Heb.  iiI   i6, 
Miss  Phoebe  Carey.  Philip  PuiLLfp^ 


^ 


:*zzitz^ 


W 


-H— ^- 


:*i=t=^ 


^ 


^-^rr 


1,  One    sweet  •  ly       sol  -  emn  thought  Comes  to       me       o'er     and      o'er; 


I'm 


ifefe*; 


r^=^^ 


i 


Si' 


¥ 


» — ^ 


near  -  er      home     to  -  day,        to  -  day,     Than     I       have     been      be 


fore. 


^ 


-»       f    \ 


Nearer  my  home,  Nearer  my  home, Nearer  my  home  to-day,  today,Than  I  have  been  before. 


V     V 


-I y — (- 

^    Xf    \^ 


V- 


2  Nearer  my  Father's  house, 
Where  many  mansions  be ; 
Nearer  the  great  white  throne  to-day, 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 


3  Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 

Where  burdens  are  laid  down ; 
Nearer  to  leave  the  cross  to-day,. 
And  nearer  to  the  crown. 


4  Be  near  me  when  my  feet 

Are  slipping  o'er  the  brink; 

For  I  am  nearer  home  to-day, 

Perhaps,  than  now  I  think. 
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No.  129. 


STILL  I  AM   SING-IN<^. 


"  A  nd  he  ministered  with  singing." 


Philip  Phillips. 


2  Still  I  am  singing,  Jesus,  of  Thee  : 
Simple  the  tones  of  the  music  maj'  be  ; 
Yet  may  the  language  comfort  impart, 
Lifting  the  spirit,  cheering  the  heart. — Cho. 


t* -rzita k=fe y^   n»^i  •  tt- 


3  Still  may  our  chorus  joyfully  be, 
Blessed  Redeemer,  Hosanna  to  Thee: 
Grant  in  Thy  Kingdom  all  may  unite, 
Singing  with  rapture  songs  of  delight. — Cho. 


No.  130. 


TOSSING  ON  THE  BILLOW. 


'  Both  sure  and  steadfust.' 


S.  J.  Vail. 


I         K  -1 NT-i j d=4!^ Nl     I         III       -N=l}=^=d=Iiq=ZX 


1.  Toss-ing  on  the    bil  -  low,     Rocking  in    the    blast, 

2.  Skies  all  clad  in     sa  -  ble.  Storm-clouds  flying  past, 


Faint-ing  on    the   pil  -  low, 
Cling-ing  to    the    ca  -  ble, 


s 


^*f=5 
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TOSSING  ON  THE  BILLOW.    Concluded. 

Refrain. 


^=5^=SFi 


Verg-ing  to     the      last. 
I     am  anchored   fast. 


While  the  tempest  rag  -  es,     To    the  Rock  of  A  -  ges, 


~^-r— g-r— f-°    ^   T — >-r— p-i — t—v—^ ^ 


-I — -I — ^ — «-h^-T-*— ^ h'-^' 

• « — « •— l-g-  \ •^^^-m-'i 


To   the  Rock  of  A-ges,    I     am  cling  ing      fast. 


3  Gone  each  earthly  treasure, 

Cut  away  each  mast ; 
Vanish  earthly  pleasure, 
Still  I'm  anchored  fast. 

Cho. 

4  Sorrows  multiplying, 

Prospects  overcast, 
Weeping,  groaning,  sighing. 
Still  I'm  anchored  fast. 

Cho. 


No.  131.  FROM    STORM    ENTER    INTO    REST. 

'■' Enter  in  tkrough  the  gates  itito  the  city."  Philip  Phillips. 

'=ij-z=1=zrij=j=j=j-t:=:p=^_-J__]=pi]z=i 


rq=y=:i=d=i;=yr=g=qz=q=pz=q=:g=rc 
:|^ESE=>_Et^:E=|3=SEEES^=EE 


,    \  From  this  bleak  hill  of  storms  En  -  ter  thy  rest  ;  )  -.xr,         ,        t  ,  . 

1.  \   ry.  u  •  1  .  1    •   1  »    TT       .  .1  .    f  Where  love  for  ev  -  er  shines, 

/    lo   yon  bright  sunny  heights  Ln  -  ter  thy  rest  ;  \  ' 

1^  -^   -a. 

I I ] j ->g-      -#•       I     •»-  •#-  _  -tS*-  ->St-      •»•      •»-  ■•-      4—      -I 


En  -  ter 


En  -  ter     in  -  to       rest,   The     rest       of 


God. 


■ — ?- 


iE£ 


f=r 


-I?--!-? 


;;t= 


f= 


^^[^ 


2  From  hunjer  and  from  thirst. 

Enter  thy  rest  ; 
From  toil  an  !  weariness, 

Enter  thy  roct. 
From  shadows  and  from  dr£ams, 

Enter  into  rest  ; 

Enter  into  rest. 

The  rest  of  God. 


3  From  vanity  and  lies, 

Enter  thy  rest  ; 
From  mocking  and  from  snares, 

Enter  thy  rest. 
From  disappointed  hopes. 

Enter  into  rest  ; 

Enter  into  rest, 

The  rest  of  God.      Dr.  H.  Benar. 
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No.  132. 


HERE    AND    HEREAFTER. 

■  For  now  we  see  through  a  glass  darkly,  but  then /ace  to  face." 


n  |.^           .      . 

,_H — ^__|    ^^ 

Philip  Phillips. 

^w-fi- — A 1^* 1^ 1 p^ ; 

:^=3-5— J-: 

— 1"^ 1 

I.   Life      is     but       a        fleet  -  ing  dream, 

^        *-       m          m                                     1 

T^r:^—^ U ^2 5 5 — T — a = ^~« 

On  -  ly    strangers 

1           ">     .        *- 

1 — g m — g 1— 1 

here     we  roam  ; 

9-=it-r-p^~S- 

— r s p: 

F 1 F • 

-— • — • — •-• — 1- 

— 1 1- —  1 r 

1            ^ 

L— 1 \j      1 1 

i — .*-. 


change-ful  scene, 


Yon  -  der 


tlie  Christian's  home. 

4t.         4t-       -0- 


9-i 


-^-4- 


— I — p», — I- 


-A—f~^ 


-•  — I- 


be-yond 


the 


roll 


ing  tide 


An  -  gels  watch  us 


r 

on      the  shore, 


V — 


2  Here  we  feel  the  tempter's  power. 

Here  we  sigh  for  living-bread. 
Clouds  of  gloom  and  darkness  lower, 

While  a  rugged  path  we  tread. 
There  no  cruel  thorns  are  found. 

Doubt  and  fear  and  storms  are  o'er, 
There  the  fruits  of  joy  abound, 

We  shall  hunger  there  no  more. 

3  Here  we  breathe  the  sultry  air 

Of  a  lonely  desert  plain. 
Trials  here  the  heart  must  bear 

Worn  by  sickness,  racked  with  pain. 


There  the  waves  of  death  are  passed, 
There,  among  the  pure  and  blest, 

Safely  anchored  home  at  last, 
There  our  wandering  feet  shall  rest. 

Here  our  fondest  hopes  are  brief. 

Kindred  ties  are  broken  here  ; 
Morning  brings  a  night  of  grief, 

Joy  is  mingled  with  a  tear. 
There  shall  faith  be  lost  in  sight. 

There  a  long  eternal  day, 
Christ  the  Lamb  shall  be  the  Light, 

He  will  wipe  our  tears  away. 


lis 


No.  133. 


Solo  or  Duet. 


THE  GOLDEN  STORE. 

"  Behold^  a  sower  went  forth  to  sow." 

Semi-Chorus.  Solo  or  Duet. 


P.  Phillips. 


I.  In    the    fur-rows   of      thy     life,      Scat  -  ter     seed !   Small  may   be    thy    spir  -  it  -  field, 
-«-■#■  #-     #■ 

t=|: 


C\  •  —^ — # — » — » — ^ 


:b=t-.S=b=t: 


t=f^ 


._^-. 


EEf^f3£ 


E&tif3 


# — #- 

-1 »- 


^»  Semi-Chorus. 


I 

But      a    good-  ly    crop 'twill  yield;     Sow  the    kind  -  ly    word  and  deed — Scat -ter,  scat-ter 

D.  S.  God  wiU  g^ve  thee      all    thy   need — Scat  -  ter,  scat-ter 


9-.^ 


.0 0^ 

■» #- 


■«-■#-•#-      •■^9- 


i£EE 


-J 0 ^ 0 L_ 

:J=[=I=F=F= 


-^-- 


£: 


Full  Chorus. 


U  - 


good  -  ly  seed  ! 
good  -  ly  seed  ! 


':fe-i: 


O  -  pen,  then,  thy  gold  -  en  store,  Stretch  the  fur-rows  more  and    more, 
-• # *-r-* P f^      .    g —  0 • — f^T-?^— f"      1^ 


^       _L^ -^ # 0- 


1 — r— P 


— w w w I I     ]        f I    — n-» 


Sun  and  shower  aid  thee  now, 

Scatter  seed  ! 
Wlio  can  tell  where  grain  may  grow? 
Winds  are  blowing  to  and  fro, 
Daily  good  thy  simple  creed. 
Scatter,  scatter  goodly  seed  ! — Chorus. 

Though  thy  work  should  seem  to  fail. 

Scatter  seed  ! 
Some  may  fall  on  stony  ground  : 


Flower  and  blade  are  often  found 

In  the  clefts  we  little  heed. 

Scatter,  scatter  goodly  seed  ! — Chorus. 

4  Springtime  always  dawns  for  thee! 
Scatter  seed  ! 
Open,  then,  thy  golden  store, 
Stretch  th)'  furrows  more  and  more  ; 
God  will  give  thee  all  thy  need. 
Scatter,  scatter  goodly  seed  ! — Chorus, 


No.  134. 


1  Blessed  Bible,  how  I  love  it, 

How  it  doth  my  bosom. cheer ; 
What  on  earth  like  this  to  covet, 
O  what  stores  of  wealth  are  here, 

Cho.  This  my  guide,  this  my  guide. 
This  my  guide  ever  be  : 
All  along  my  pilgrim  journey, 
This  my  guide  shall  ever  be ! 


Blessed  Bible,  how  I  love  it. 

Tune  "Close  to  Thee." 

2  Yes,  sweet  Bible  !  I  will  hide  thee 
Deep,  yes,  deeper  in  this  heart; 

Thou  through  all  my  life  wilt  guide  me, 
And  in  death  we  will  not  part. — Cho. 

3  Part  in  death  ?  no,  never  !  never ! 
Through  death's  vale  I'll  lean  on  thee; 

Then  in  worlds  above,  for  ever, 

Sweeter  still  thy  truths  shall  be. —  Cho. 
Fbebe  Palmer. 

U9 


No.  135. 


THE    CHRISTIAN    WARFARE. 

'■'■Fight  the  good  fight  of  /ait  h.'^  'W  or  (\fi  and  music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


Not  too  fast. 


7f=^ 

: — 1— 

-A — t 

— 1* 1«- 

K       IV       K  --,-N    _|.,. 

K l*r 

1— ^ — >  ^^ — ^  -4 

—m iri «( 9l ' — 

—Is — !^ 

— aj • —  - 

Cap 

tain's 

word ; 

We   are 

TT     ■*•    -w     -m-     zg: 
un  -  der  marching    or  - 

^     p».    N    ^  ' 

ders   to 

■ml-     -mi-     -*-     -m-     -^ 
take  the    bat  -  tie  -  field, 

And  we'll 

^— r- 

1 

— t ' 

—V — ^— ^ 

-^-^  S  *— r- 

-r — r- 

— jx y — 

-• — -m — -ff m — t- — 

Chorus. 


E*=Si 


^g 


ne'er  give  o'er   the    fight     till     the      foe      shall  yield. 


:3fc 


-»0  •     »     0 

w 

Come,  and  join    the      ar  -  my,    the 


--'^- 
i::^ 


ar  -  mj'    of    the  Lord,      Je  -  sus    is     our  Cap  -  tain,  we     ral  -   ly     at    His  word  ;  Sharp  will  be    the 


1 J— b- S L^ \0 


'^. 


I?2= 


iUs====^= 


con  -  flict     with    the  pow'rs  of      sin, 


But    with  such     a      Lead  -  or,     we      are    sure      to 


-^- 


:j53=r= 


==^ — r 


::tii= 


:^=:5= 


:g — r- 


2  The  glory  of  our  flag  is  the  emblem  of  the  clove. 
Gleaming  are  our  swords  from  the  forge  of  love  ; 
We  go  forth,  but  not  to  battle  for  earthly  honors  vain, 
*Tis  a  bright  immortal  crown  that  we  seek  to  gain. — Cho. 

3  Our  foes  are  in  the  field,  pressing  hard  on  ev'ry  side, — 
Envy,  anger,  hatred,  with  self  and  pride  ; 

They  are  cruel,  fierce  and  strong,  ever  ready  to  attack  ; 

We  must  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray,  if  we'd  drive  them  back. — Cho. 

4  O,  glorious  is  the  struggle  in  which  we  draw  the  sword. 
Glorious  is  the  Kingdom  of  Christ,  our  Lord  ; 

It  shall  spread  from  sea  to  sea,  it  shall  reach  from  shore  to  shore, 
And  His  people  shall  be  blessed  for  evermore. — Cho. 
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No.  136.  WE    SHALL    SLEEP.    BUT    NOT    FOR    EVER. 


Mrs.  M.  A.  Kidder. 


"  Smvn  in  corruption. .  .raised  in  incorrtiption." 


S.  J.  Vail. 


^=g=N^-N4==p=-Ps — i^ — sT-^^ — J  .    ^T  ^ H^ — ^ — \^ — , — q=:S — s. 

^^f~ ^ —  0-i—0-'—o-T — * — • — r  -^ — '-T — *- '       — - — •—5 — "i^ — — •- •  ^- 


I.  We  shall  sleep,  but  not  for     ev  -  er.  There  will  be       a    glorious    dawn  ;      We  shall 


^—5 


-'•%aii^=' 


^f-•— -« ^ 


meet    to   part — no,  nev  -  er,     On  the    res  -  urrec-tion  morn  !  From  the  deep-est  caves  of 


ocean,  From  the  des-ert  and  the  plain.  From  the  val  -  ley  and  the  mountain,  Countless 


ii=£ 


-g^.-g- 


r:::1__>-^__^ 


^==^418-: 


Chorus. 


throngs  shall  rise  a  -  gain. 


' '^ ' — K 4-^  -I h h 1 


We  shall  sleep,  but  not  for       ev  -  er,  There  will     be  a 

ir 


« « ^ 1 — m  ,         N- 1 1 g P ^> g- — =h 


^=5=^ 


— I — 

-(S" — 


glorious  dawn  ;  We  shall  meet  to  part — no,  nev-er,     On    the    res  -  ur  -  rec-  tion  morn  ! 


3—^-y-} =|:-t^_tj-;-|=z^a— i> — ^4-*— f-^— g=f  -I u 


2  When  we  see  a  precious  blossom 

That  we  tended  with  such  care, 
Rudely  taken  from  our  bosom, 

How  our  aching  hearts  despair  ! 
Round  its  little  grave  we  linger. 

Till  the  setting  sun  is  low, 
Felling  all  our  hopes  have  perished 

With  the  flower  we  cherished  so. — C/io. 


We  shall  sleep,  but  not  for  ever, 

In  the  lone  and  silent  grave  ; 
Blessed  be  the  Lord  that  taketh, 

Blessed  be  the  Lord  that  gave. 
In  the  bright,  eternal  city 

Death  can  never,  never  come  ! 
In  His  own  good  time  He'll  call  us 

From  our  rest  to  Home,  sweet  Home.  CA<?. 
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No.  137.        WHAT    SHALL    IT    PROFIT    ME    THEN? 


Fannie  J.  Crosby. 


"  IVhat  shall  a  man  give  in  exchange  for  his  soul  ?  ' 


S.  J.  Vail. 


1.  What  shall  it      prof- it       me     by  -  and-  by,       O,    what  shall  it     prof-  it       me       then? 


E?^E 


-r— r- 


=St:=^; 


^^[^^ 


-<f=fz 


3»:xDk: 


5fe^^^ 


=^:=:»= 


Whether     my    path-way     on   earth    was  bright.  Whether       it      led     me  through  dark  or     light. 


^        t        t      ^ 


=|«=Z3tS^ 


jA'u    ^    ^- 

K  j^ — ^- 

— K' 

1 

'1 

n* — N 

f« K — J*- 

— "s 

— !^— ^     H 

Un  -  der 

a     gray    or 

-*    -r    -r  - 

a 

gold 

en     sky,    ^ 

A'hen   I 

look  back    on 

— 1 — 

it 

m 

by 

->— 

-  and  -  by  ? 

'^^7'  £    ^ 

-^ — ^ — -w — 

-t^—l 

^= 

L-j^ b^ 

^  ^    ^ 

-B 

=1=: 

1 

Refrain. 


What  shall  it     prof-  it 


When    I      look  back    on       it       by 


me  then? 


What  shall   it     prof- it     me  then  i 


iffr 


and  -  by,      O,    what  shall    it      prof-  it        me       then  ? 


Eb^-bezfe^ 


2  What  shall  it  profit  mc  by-and-by — 
O,  what  shall  it  profit  me  then? 
Whether  in  weariness,  toil  and  pain 

I  have  been  striving  my  home  to  gain — 
Striving,  not  questioning  how  or  why, 
If  I  but  rest  with  Him  by-and-by  ? 
J^ef. — What  shall  it  profit  me  then  ? 
What  shall  it  profit  mc  then? 
When  I  look  back  on  it  by-and-by, 
What  shall  it  profit  me  then  ? 

3  What  shall  it  profit  me  by-and-by — 
O,  what  shall  it  profit  me  then  ? 

If  I  have  answered  the  heavenly  call, 
Trusted  in  God  as  my  all  in  all, 


I  shall  be  welcomed  to  dwell  on  high — 
Dwell  with  the  ransom'd  ones  by-and-by. 
Jic'f. —  II :  Thus  shall  it  profit  me  then,  :|| 
When  I  look  back  on  it  by-and-by, 
O,  thus  shall  it  profit  me  then. 

4  What  shall  it  profit  me  by-and-by — 
O,  what  shall  it  profit  me  then  ? 
Permit  me  this — That  my  gain  and  loss 
Taught  my  weak  spirit  to  bear  the  cross  ; 
Bid  mc  look  upward  to  joys  on  high — 
Heaven  and  happiness  by-and-by. 
Re/. —  II :  Thus  shall  it  profit  me  then.  :|| 
When  I  look  back  on  it  by-and-by, 
O,  thus  shall  it  profit  me  then. 
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No.  138.     WILL  YOU  GO  WITH  ME  THERE. 

"  Sojourners  and pilgrhns.^^ 


-^-^ 


4— 


S.  J.  Vail. 


I.  Why  speeding  so  quick-ly,    O     Pil-grim?  And  where  dost  thou  journey  to  -  day? 


Here  rest  thee  a     moment,  and   tell      me.    What  need  of  such  haste  on  the     way? 
Duet. 


ET.  w 


I     haste,  for  the  moments  are  fly  -    ing,         I      go       to    a      cit  -  y  most      fair, 


-.=^ 


i^d — i= ^^-?I  J^  -^ — ^ 


•  -♦    -I-    ■*•    -r 


•- .— v^« — ^ — • — M — -I    -^  I- 

'     -^   -r.  -9- 


My     beau-ti-ful  home  o  -  ver  Jor  -dan;  Then,  say,  will  you  go  with  me     there? 
n  Chorls, 


O     haste  to  the    cit  -  y    most      fair,        'Tis  free  from  all  sor  -  row  and       care; 


Dear  friends,  in  the  vale    o-ver  Jor  -  dan,     Are  long -ing  to  wel-come  us      there. 

•^   *       ■#•         m      ■»-   '       -0-     ■0-         m  m ~-      ■*-        J!-   *       -*-     -^ 


1 1- U^ ^ \ ^_J y (^    ^-  *   •       •— "- 


&?/i?.  What!  leave  the  gay  pleasures  around  me, 
The  dance  with  its  music  and  mirth, 
The  splendors  of  wealth  that  have  bound  me, 
And  wedded  my  spirit  to  earth  ? 

Duet.  Yes,  leave  them  and  cling  to  thy  Saviour- 
Remember  thy  soul,  and  beware  ; 
Thy  soul,  that  by  II im  was  created 
A  place  in  thy  kingdom  to  share, — Cho, 


3- 
Solo.  Will  Jesus  receive  me,  O  pilgrim, 
When  long  I  have  slighted  His  love. 
Regarding  the  world  as  my  treasure. 
Forgetting  the  mansions  above  ? 

Duet.  He  waits  even  now  to  be  gracious. 
He  waits  in  His  mercy  for  thee  ; 
L  ^^-nt  from  thy  heart,  and  believe  Him; 
liicn  oiiward  !  rejoicing  with  me. — Cho, 
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No.  139.      THE    ROCK    THAT    IS    HIGHER    THAN    I ! 


E.  Johnson. 


''Lead  me  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  /." 


W.  G.  Fischer. 


I.  O,     sometimes  the  shadows   are  deep.  And  rough  seems  the  path  to  the  goal  ; 

^ 


te^iilii^iiiiiliiilp^ii^ 


-STzzp 


And  sorrows,    how     oft  -  en  the)-  sweep  Like  tempests  down  o  -  ver    the     soul ! 


-=—— -r-# 9 # • •-T-f^   '  — * — r-O • • s • ^ — I — ^- - — r 


Chorus. 


I A  —^ — e « — 0 « -• 0 


o, 

I 

-9- 


then     to     the  Rock  let    me     flv, 

I      ^    ^    ■ 


let     me  flv,    To    the     Rock  that 

1  S      '> 


egEE 


— h -Y-. h 


^5=^ 

V 


i'^ 


,2il2z=»=zq=zi: 


^q=^: 


^1 


^ 


high   -  er    than       I  ! 
is       high 


er  than     I  I 


^ 


-A 0—0 


"^s^=g 


then        to     the  Rock     let      me 


£^ 


-M 


rP=r-= 


=^ 


ES 


I » m m r- 


dt 


-_ J — ^—\—9        I — « — '       *  — *— f-^^=r^~ 

y       p       i  p  *         °       -^    9         0       9       .^^ 

let      me       flv.        To     the      Rock     that      is      hieh  -    er     than        I ! 


fl}-,         let      me       fly, 


iSfe£ 


m3i 


:f=f: 


To     the      Rock     that      is      high  -   er     than 


2  O,  sometimes  how  long  seems  the  day, 
And  sometimes  how  heavy  my  feet ! 
But  toiling  in  life's  dusty  waj-, 
The  Rock's  blessed  shadow,  ho, •  sv.-j! 


3  O,  near  to  the  Rock  let  mc  keep, 

Thougli  blessings  or  r.orrows  prevail; 
V/hen  climbing  ib.c  mountainway  steep, 
Or  walking  the  shadowy  vale. 


1-i 


No.  140. 


THE  LILY  OF  THE  VALLEY. 


Arr.  by  Joshua  Gill. 


-li- 


1.  I've  found  a  friend  in  Je  -  sus,  he's  ev-ery-thing  to  me,    He's  the  fair-est     of    ten. 

2.  He  all    my  griefs  has  ta  -  ken,  and   all  my  sorrows  borne;    In    temp-ta  -  tion  he's  my 

3.  He'll  nev-er,   nev  -  er  leave  me,  nor  yet  for-sake  me  here,  While  I  live  by  faith  and 


3±z± 


# — # e» « — ■  -1 1 1 1 Y'e — 1-» » — • — • • — f-  - 
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thousand  to  my  soul;  Tlie  Lil  -  y 
strong  and  mighty  tow'r;  I've  all  fo 
do     his    bless-ed    will ;    A  wall  of 

d         •»■•♦■■♦•••"-•■  ^ 


of     the  Val-ley   in    him    a  -  lone     I  see,    All    I 
him  for-sak-en,    I've  all    my  i-dolstorn   From  my 
fire     a-bout    me,  I've  nothing  now  to  fear;  With  his 


need  to  cleanse  and  make  me  fully  whole.  In  sor-row  he's  my  comfort,  in  trouble  he's  my 
heart,  and  now  he  keeps  me  by  his  pow'r.  Tho'  all  the  world  forsake  me,  and  Satan  tempts  me 
man  -  na    he    my  hungry  soul  shall  fill ;  Then  sweeping  up  to  glo-ry  we   see   his    blessed 


h^^=i^=^ 


^— T — *-r»-T-r»-r- 


Chorus. 


-In  sorrcnv 


my 


comfort. 


in    trouble    Iie^s 


my 


^— i— f-^-Fi^ — i^ — i^ — ^-H-g> — ^      I  V  i— Fg— F-s — J— F-i^ — »-T-^— .-^— F 


stay,  He  tells  me  ev  -  ery  care  on  him  to  roll.  He's  the  Lil  -  y  of  the 
sore.  Through  Je-sus  I  shall  safe-ly  reach  the  goal.  He's  the  Lil  -  y  of  the 
face.   Where  riv-ers     of    de  -  light  shall   ev  -  er    roll.     He's  the     Lil  -  y         of      the 


^ 


-^ 


&F 


J^    -0-     -0-   '    -0-     ■•-        ■•-      tt 

F * b ; 1 r  I w-^ F- 


-0-\-^ 


I'-y- 


stay,     He      tells     me    ev  -  cry     care   on    him       to     roll.      He^s  the    Lil  -  y 


£h^' 


iizip/: 


—J — -^. 


-N- 


4z^ 


4-    -*■    •*•    ■0- 


-N z--- 


^I^^P 


Val-ley,  the  bright  and  morning  Star,  He's  the  fair-est  of    ten    thousand    to     my    soul. 


9iF?: 


i=S=t: 


e^ 


-> a 


Val-ley,  the  bright  and  morning  Star,  He's  the  fair  -  est    of  ten    thousand     to     my     soul. 


Copyright,  1884,  by  jMcDONALD  is'  GILL, 
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No.  141.  ROCKED  IN  THE  CRADLE  OF  THE  DEEP. 


"  Then  He  arose,  and  rebuked  the  wind  and  the  raging  of  the  -water."      J.  P.  Knight. 


I.  Rocked  in.  .     the  cradle  of  the     deep, 


^it^^E^^e 


v-y-L. 


-5- 


I     lay    me     down     in  peace  to  sleep  ; 
2.    And      such    the  trust  that  still  were  mine,Tho'  stormy   winds  swept  o'er  the  brine  ; 


^ 


:t^ 


t-i — y—  -I b* — ^r—4 — d^ 


\tz2. 


13= 


-+-; H 


-V V- 


Se-cure        I    rest  up-on    the      wave,   For  Thou,  O    Lord,     hast  power  to  save. 
Or,   tho'    the  tempest's  fier-y      breath  Rous'd  me  from  sleep     to  wreck  and  death. 


^^.&-54§-^ 


I    know  Thou  wilt  not  slight  my  call.     For  Thou  dost  mark  the  sparrow's  fall  ; 
In      o  -  cean's  cave  still  safe  with  Thee,  The  germ   of    im- mortal  -   i   -    ty  ; 

TP  ^         


3: 


-fi*- 


And  calm  and  peaceful     is     my     sleep.     Rocked  in    the  cra-dle  of  the  deep  ; 


JV 


And  calm  and  peaceful     is     my     sleep,     Rocked  in    the  era  -  die  of    the   deep. 


^0 0- .  '0  '*M • ^ ^ — ' "- 


No.  142. 


-6^  .     -0- 


FOR    THOSE    AT    SEA 

"  And  there  luas  a  calm" 


--f=^^^%^\ 


1.  E  -  ter  -   nal    Fa  -  ther,  strong  to  save,  Whose  arm  hath  bound  the    rest -less  wave, 

2.  O  Christ,  whose  voice  the  waters  heard.    And  hushed  their  rag  -  ing     at     Thy  word, 


-C^- 


#-»-•-? 

;£^ 


-^:^ 


EE3 


-■R- 


5?"— «— «— f-fV»— ^— «- 


m 


pSp^iLS^^^^I^ 


3: 


^^  ho  bidd'st  the  might -y        o-   cean  deep      Its     own     appointed      lim  -  its    keep; 
Who   walk  -  edst   on    the    foam  -  ing   deep.    And  calm    a  -  midst  its    rage  did    sleep  ; 


1 — t — r 


W^^-- 
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No.  143. 


JESUS  IS  CALLING. 


"  To-day  if  yc  will  heat 


his  voice. 

— N- 


Geo.  C.  Stebbins. 


I.  Je  -  sus     is     teii-der-ly     call-ing    thee  home — Calling    to-day,      calling     to-day; 

^ 


2fg=Jl=Si=H=^=^=^=:  :^=^=p=^ziz  :=t?=2=t?=t=:  tp=^=jiz=|izTz: 

— 2-t^ — y — y — t? — y  — u— ^b' — y — t? — i — ^ ^y — y — y — i — -^ 


I 


=:^=4"— :^=*=S^=K=  ^ 


pEs^Si3^=E^^3^5 


d « — ^-1 fl , 


=^^ 


Why  from  the  sunshine    of    love  wilt  thou  roam,     Far-ther  and  far-ther     a  -   way  ? 


9^ 


:ji=zp: 

-^ — ^u- 


-Xr- 


— p — ft* — •- 


Call-ing,  call-ing     to  -  day,      to-day;  Call-ing,   calling     to  -  day,     to-day 


•4==^- 


ing,     is     ten-der-ly     call-ing     to-  day. 


P — P— I 


t 


•     &'     >    y     >     y 

Je  -  sus     is  ten  -  der  -  ly     call  -  ing    to-day. 

Copyright,  1883,  by  Geo.  C.  Stebbina. 


h^t — ^ 


2  Jesus  is  calling  the  weary  to  rest — 
Colling  to-day,  calling  to-day; 

Bring  him  thy  burden  nnd  thou  shall  be  blest; 
He  will  not  turn  thee  away. — Ref. 

3  Jesus  is  waiting,  oh,  come  to  him  now — 
Waiting  to-day,  waiting  to-day  ; 

Come  with  thy  sins,  at  his  feet  lowly  bow; 
Come,  and  no  longer  delay. — Ref. 

4  Jesus  is  pleading,  oh,  list  to  his  voice — 
Hear  him  to-day,  hear  him  to-day  ; 

They  who  believe  on  his  name  shall  rejoice; 
Quickly  arise  aiid  away. — Ref. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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No.  144.         LIKE   THE   FULLNESS   OF   THE   SEA. 


"  A  byoken  and  a  contrite  hearty  O  God^  Thou  7vilt  not  dcs/>ise." 

>-^- 


r-J- 


S.  J.  Vail, 


a 9 ^L . 


ii.1 


I.  There's  a     full  -  ness    in   God's  mercy.  Like    the    full  -  ness   of 

f9-         •#-      f9-  ■*•  •  -<^         -0-      -¥9- 


the    sea 


1 


:zl— 


—W- 


r 


-9 — O- 


:Si^ 


T— t — r 


it=: 


-I /5— i — L 


i^3^ 


:f=i: 


-1^ — #— a-.-^ 


^i^ii^^=3=i 


There's  a     kind  -  ness    in      His   justice        Which    is     more  than    lib  -   er  -   ty. 


^-Ti — r- 


^; 


-=£ 


r 


i^ 


=|^E3ig2| 


--J— 4 


azi: 


:p:^: 


S=3^^£l3z 


m 


He       is     call-ing,     "  Come    to     Me  ! "      Lord,  I'll  glad-ly 


haste     to   Thee. 


^ 


IS": 


3 -E 


^'?- 


r— r-f- 


2  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Thau  the  measure  of  man's  mind  ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 

Is  most  wonderfully  kind. — /^e/. 

3  Pining  souls  !  come  nearer  Jesus  ; 

Come,  but  come  not  doubting  thus 

Copyright,  ls73,  by  Biglow  &  Slain  Co. 


Come  with  faith  that  trusts  more  freely 
His  great  tenderness  for  us. — /ie/. 

4  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple. 
We  should  take  Him  at  His  word  ; 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. — Jve/. 


No.  145. 


Mrs.  S.  B.  Dana. 


I'M   A    PILGRIM. 

"  Here  we  have  no  continuing  cityP 


N     N     N 


I.  B.  Woodbury. 


pil  grim,  and  I'm  a   stranger, 
pil-grim,  and  I'm  a   stranger, 


« — I — I — I — I — J— ^ — I 

I  can  tar-r}'  but  a    night; 
I  can  tar-r)^  but  a    night. 


P:!^-* 

2^^ 


*-    #- 


^^g^ 


^PE 


V— y- 


V— t^- 


y— y- 


■^ 


'"h- 
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I'M  A  PILGRIM.     Concluded. 


Ik.  ,  \  f^     \     K       \  D.  0. 


r 

Do  not  de- tain  me,    for    I   am    go  -  ing    To  where  the  fountains  are  ev-er    flow-ing. 


•«-    -     -^     ■*- 


4t.  J^  .0.     J.-S-^  •  ♦  J£. 


-t'-b'— y- 


I — 


Hfi 


There  the  glory  is  ever  shining ; 

I  am  longing,  I  am  longing  for  the  sight ; 
Here  in  this  countr\-,  so  dark  and  dreary, 
I  liave  been  wand'ring  forlorn  and  weary. 
I'm  a  pilgrim  and  I'm  a  stranger  ; 

I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 


3  There's  the  city  to  which  I  journey  ; 

My  Redeemer,  my  Redeemer  is  its  light; 
There  is  no  sorrow,  nor  any  sighing, 
There  is  no  sin  there,  nor  any  d3dng. 
I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a  stranger  ; 

I  can  tarry,  I  can  tarry  but  a  night. 


No.  146. 


GOD   SPEED   THE   RIGHT. 


"  A  nd  every  man  that  striveth  for  the  mastery  is  temperate  in  all  things.'''' 

With  Spirit.      W.  E.  HiCKSON.  From  the  German. 

»       f 

± — ,,_4-^ 


:rii=^=:t-Z^3:M=;d= 
-A — I — 9 — • — ^ — H« — J — 
:F  i^-^— *-i    F*  — *— 


j  Now  to  heav'n  our  pray'r  ascending,  God  speed  the  right ! )  g^  ^^^^j^.  ^^^j  j^^  heav'n  re- 
■  I  In     a      no  -  ble  cause  con-tending,  God  speed  the  right !  \ 


■^-i^A' 


mti=^~^^^ 


'  .p.   ^   ^   #.      A.      ^ 

g — — Y^—"  \zf — f — f — t: 


-• — » — » — » — h* — •- 


-:^=A---^-\-'^- 


corded.  With  success  on  earth  rewarded.  God  speed  the  right !    God  speed  ihc  right ! 


i5>'ff^-»-»— Ff-p-p=p— Fi — I — F^ 


■e-  '   ■»-   -^ 


—     ~ri 


r--  -o— Pfg— 


2  Be  tliat  prayer  again  repeated, 
God  speed  the  right  ! 
Ne'er  despairing,  though  defeated, 

God  speed  the  right  ! 
Like  the  good  and  great  in  stojy. 
If  they  fall,  they  fall  with  glory. 
God  speed  the  right  ! 


3  Patient,  firm,  and  persevering, 

God  speed  the  right  ! 
Ne'er  the  event  our  danger  fearing, 

God  speed  tlie  right  ! 
Pains,  nor  toils,  nor  trials  heeding. 
And  in  iitaven's  own  time  succeeding. 

God  speed  tliu  right ! 


12'J 


No.  147. 


A    LAND    WITHOUT    A    STORM. 


"  A  better  country." 


Arr.  hy  W.m.  B.  Bradbury. 

Fine. 


-i\—w- 


g 1 B 1 f tL 


Voice.  Trav-'ler,  whith  -  er  art  thou  go  -  ing,  Heedless  of  the  clouds  that  lorm?  / 
Voice.  Nought  to  me  the  wind's  rough  blowing,  Mine's  a  land  without  a  storm,  f 
D.  c.  And   I'm     go    -  ing,  yes,  I'm      go  -  ing     To  that    land     that  has    no     storm. 


And  I'm     go  -  ing,     yes,  I'm     go  -  ing       To  that    land      that    has     no      storm ; 


1st  Voice.  2  Trav'ler,  art  thou  here  a  stranger, 
N-)t  to  fear  the  tempest's  power? 

2d  Voice.       I  have  not  a  thought  of  danger, 

Tho'  the  sky  may  darkl\-  lower. 

ist  Voice,  3  Trav'ler,  now  a  moment  linger, 
Soon  the  darkness  will  be  o'er. 


2(1  Voice.       No  !  I  see  a  beckoning  finger. 
Guiding  to  a  far-off  shore. 

tst  Voice.  4  Trav'ler,  yonder  narrow  portal 
Opens  to  receive  thy  form. 

2d  Voice.       Yes,  but  I  shall  be  immortal 

In  that  land  without  a  storm. 


Copyright,  1S61,  by  W.  B.  Bradbury. 

No.  148.  GOD    IS    OUR    REFUGE. 

"  A  very  present  help  in  trouble?^ 

#:=!?^=i;=q=:J 1 l=F-i 1 1 ^-|-^i='-i— ^-J-hJ— J=J^.=F 

I.  God     is     the    ref  -  uge       of    His  saints.  When  storms  of  sharp  distress     in  -  vade  ;.    , 
^.  I   .     ^ — ^^?L^i*-_g      -i2 — CI — a-i.—^s> — J — .^i— »— r ^ — •""J-'S'— r  J 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


Be  -  hold  Him    present  with  His    aid. 


-«J — !»- 


^-^p=r 


a — ^ — a — 


2  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar. 

In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide; 
While  every  nation,  every  shore. 

Trembles  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

3  There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 

Supplico  the  city  of  our  God  ; 


Life,  love,  and  joy  still  gliding  through. 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

4  That  sacred  stream,  Thy  holy  Word, 
Supports  our  faith,  our  fear  controls. 
Sweet'  peace  Tiiy  promises  afford, 
And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 
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No.  149. 


YOUR    MISSION. 

"  Whatsoever  thy  hand  findcth  to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might." 


Mrs.  Ellen  H.  Gates. 


^-E^l 


-\- 


V^AiL  and  Phillips. 

r-l ^ f> S 


1.  If     you  can  -  not    on    the     o-  cean  Sail     a-mong  the  swift-est  fieet.       Rocking    on      the   high-est 

2.  If     you  are     too  weak  to    jour-  ney   Up    the  mountain,  steep  and  high,     You  can  stand  with-  in    the 


billows,  Laughing  at  the  storms  you  meet ;  You  can  stand  among  the  sail-ors,  Anchor'd  yet  with-  in   the 
val-ley, While  the  mul-ti-tudes  go    by;     You  can  chant  in    hap-py   measuie,  As  they  slow- ly   pass  a- 


p^e^i^ 


bay,      You  can  lend     a  hand  to  help  them.  As  they  launch  their  boats  away.  As  they  launch  their  boats  a- 
long,    Tho' they  may  for- get   the    sing- er,  They  will  not    for- get  the  song.   They  will  not   for -get  the 


way.  As  they  launch  their  boats  away  ;  You  can  lend    a  hand  to  help  them.  As  they  launch  their  boats  away. 
song,They  will  not  for -get  the  song;  Tho'  they  may  forget  the  sing-  er,They  will  not  for -get  the  song. 


3  If  )'ou  have  not  gold  and  silver 

Ever  ready  to  command  ; 
If  you  cannot  tow'rds  the  needy 

Reach  an  ever-open  hand  ; 
You  can  visit  the  afflicted, 

O'er  the  erring  you  can  weep. 
You  can  be  a  true  disciple, 

Sitting  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

J?e/ — Sitting  at  the  Sa\-iour's,  etc. 

4  If  you  cannot  in  the  conflict 

Prove  yourself  a  soldier  true  ; 
If,  where  fire  and  smoke  are  thickest. 

There's  no  work  for  )-ou  to  do ; 
When  the  battle-field  is  silent, 

You  can  go  with  careful  tread. 
You  can  bear  away  the  wounded, 

You  can  cover  up  the  dead. 
lie/. — You  can  cover,  etc. 


If  you  cannot  in  the  harvest 

Garner  up  the  richest  sheaves. 
Many  a  grain  both  ripe  and  golden 

Will  the  careless  reapers  leave  ; 
Go  and  glean  among  the  briars, 

Growing  rank  against  the  wall, 
For  it  may  be  that  their  shadow 

Hides  the  heaviest  wheat  of  all. 
J?e/. — Hides  the  heaviest,  etc. 

Do  not,  then,  stand  idlj'  waiting 

For  some  greater  work  to  do  ; 
Fortune  is  a  lazy  goddess. 

She  will  never  come  to  you. 
Go,  and  toil  in  any  vineyard. 

Do  not  fear  to  do  or  dare  ; 
If  you  want  a  field  of  labor, 

You  can  find  it  anywhere. 
/?e/. — You  can  find,  etc 
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JVo,  ISO. 


BRIGHT    HOME. 

"  In  }ny  Patjiers  house  arc  many  viajtsions,''^ 


H.  R.  Bisnoi-,  1S16 


rr!=[:=l=q5^i 


I     \St.  I     2l/. 


izE:l=S5ti=sEESEtSi:Is^: 


t  Bright  home  of  our  Sav  -  iour,  v/liat  glo  -  ries    a  -  wait 
I     Tlie  spir  -  its  that  pass  thro'  thy  bright  pearl-y    [Omit] 


:teJ^p=Ei — I — r 


m 


f= 1»- 


HWhat  an  -  tlienis  of    rap-ture,  un- 
Com-  pose  the  loud  cho  -  rus  that 


=|::;:^p:=tt=rt— tirt 


I  xst. 

=1- 


iiiplii^f^liiiiiliglilii 


■p-v-r 

ceasing  and  high, 
gladdens  tlie  [Omit]  sky  !  Home,home  !  sweet,sweet  home  !  Prepare  me,dear  Saviour, for  yonder  blest  liome. 


5i-K 


:ir:lz-u 


-r- 


:|=:=C; 


2  The  home  that  our  Saviour  has  gone  to  prepare — 
No  heart  can  conceive  of  the  blessedness  there, 
Of  raptures  unending  awaiting  the  just. 

When,  pure  in  His  likeness,  thej'  rise  from  the  dust.     Home,  etc. 

3  We  bless  Thee,  dear  Saviour,  who  call'st  us  to  share 
The  beautiful  home  Thou  hast  gone  to  prepare  ; 
We  trust  in  Thy  mercy,  that,  washed  from  our  sin. 
Through  yonder  bright  gates  we  may  all  enter  in.     Home,  etc. 


No.  ISl. 


HOLY    SPIRIT,    FAITHFUL    GUIDE. 

-I- 


S^g^rS^ifil^g 


j    Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,    faitb  -  ful  Guide,  Ev  -  er  near  the  Christian's  side, 
I  Ge;i-tly  lead   us    by     the  hand,    Pil-grim  in      a      ' 


Wea-ry  souls  for- e'er   re-]oice, 


"§=-9- 


M 


While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice,  Whisp'ring  soft-ly.  Wanderer,  come  !  Fol-low  me,  I'll  guide  tliee  1  ome. 


2  Ever-present,  truest  Friend, 
Ever  near,  Thine  aid  to  lend, 
Lt^ave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear. 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear. 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore. 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er, 
Whisper  softly,  Wanderer,  come  ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  hoine. 


When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cense, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  [)rnyer, 
Woud'ring  if  our  names  are  there  ; 
W:iding  dccj)  the  dismal  flood. 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  Ijlood  ; 
Whisper  soitly.  Wanderer,  come  ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 
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No.  152. 


F.  J,  Croshv 


O,  BE    SAVED! 

"  The  Lorii  ready  to  sai-e.''^ 


S.  J.  \'ail,  by  per. 


;=i=t=-^^=i 


^^^Si._=E-J=3E:£^FpEi^TEf 


—tZ=$-=^^=L^Z=\ 


-G^ 


I.  Sin-ner,  how  th)' heart    is  troubled!    God     is     com-ing     ver  -  y     near;     Do     not 
-« 'r b; t-T-l f — * « rb:r — t t^T — !r-T-| *^f — |— — rg^Z^ZT 


hide    thy  deep     e  -  mo-tion,    Do     not  check  tha   tail  -  ing  tear. 


O,  be  saved.  Hie 


__ .7!^^ri-r_-2'-: — • — • — » — .--p — y-^ — ti  -r^ — ^ — ^'.-v^ — ^ — '9 — *— 

d" — & # — F 1 • — '---f^ — r-^ ^      \-\ 1 '^ —  *->  ■ 


1 — r— r 


grace   is   free  !     O,    be  saved,  He  died  for  thee  !     O,   be  saved.  He  died  for   thee  ' 

—  -=, 1 H — : — r-i 1 1 ' — 'T-fe^ a ^-^— r-i§ 1 I ' r-| ' ^"i— w 


Jesus  now  is  bending  o'er  thee, 

Jesus  lowly,  meek,  and  mild  ; 
To  the  Friend  who  died  to  save  thee, 

Wilt  thou  not  be  reconciled  ? — Cho. 
Art  thou  waiting  till  the  morrow? 

Thou  niay'st  never  see  its  light ; 
Come  at  once  !  accept  His  mercy  ; 

He  is  waiting — come  to  night ! — Cho. 
jpyrislit,  1>74,  iu  ".Sujigs  uf  Uiace  uuJ  Glory." 


4  With  a  lowly,  contrite  spirit, 

Kneeling  at  the  Saviour's  feet, 
Thou  canst  feel,  this  very  moment. 

Pardon,  precious,  pure, and  sweet  \-Cho 

5  Let  the  angels  bear  the  tidings 

Upward  to  the  courts  of  heaven  ! 
Let  them  sing,  with  holy  rapture, 
O'er  another  soul  forgiven  ! — Cho. 


No.  153. 


COME,    COME    TO    JESUS! 


Hubert  P.  Mais. 


^ 


«-i-| n-^- — ^j- *-^-'-#-7-#-iJt^-'-* — «— «-;-J-»-v-H *-     I 1-  -"- 

-.-*-A     ..-«■•      *-'%.».  ^  M.  ^  ^'         I       I 


-#^  F»-^#--  Fl 


^1 — ;;/-i — J-F=F— ^-^1— I*-  -" 


Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  welcome  thee, 
O  wand'rer,  eagerly 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  ransom  thee, 
O  slave!  so  willingly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 


Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  lighten  thee. 
O  burdened  !  trustingly 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  give  to  thee, 
O  blind  !  a  vision  free  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 


5  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  shelter  thee; 
O  wear}',  blessedly 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

6  Come,  come  to  fcsus  ' 
He  waits  to  carry  thee  ; 
O  lamb  !  so  lovingly, 
C(-ine,  come  to  Jesus  ! 


No.  154.  COME,  THOU  FOUNT  OF  EVERY  BLESSING. 


Dr.  Nettleton. 


Fine. 


SJES 


:=^: 


I        I 


-• 0—^-% % # 


(  Come,  Thou  Fount  of  ev  -  ery  blessing,  Tune  my 
■  "I  Streams  of  mer  -  cy,  nev  -  er  ceas-ing,  Call  for 
D.  c.  Praise  the  mount — I'm  fixed  up-  on      it !  Mount  of 


■:\l±^ 


4=t: 


=F=F 


m 


heart  to  sing  Thy  grace;) 
songs  of  loud -est  praise  jj" 
Thy     re  -  deem-ing    love. 

I * o- 


D.C. 


Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  Thy  help  I'm  come  ; 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home, 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God, 
He  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  His  precious  blood. 


3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be  ! 
Let  Thy  goodness,  as  a  fetter. 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee. 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it — 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it. 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 

Robinson. 


No.  155. 


HEBRON. 

"  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  for  it  is  good  to  si  fig  praises  unto  our  God.''^  L.  Mason. 


I    New  every  morning  is  Thy  love,  Thro' sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 

Our  waking  and  our  rising  prove  ;  Returned  to  hte,  and  power,  and  tnought. 


2  New  mercies,  each  retnrning  day, 
Hover  around  us  while  Ave  pray. 
New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven, 
New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of 
heaven. 

;}  The  trivial  round,  tlio  roniniou  task. 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask, 
Hoom  to  deny  ourselves;  a  road 
To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

4  Only,  O  Lord,  in  Thy  dear  love, 
Fit  us  for  ])erfeet  rest  above, 
And  lielp  us  this  and  every  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  Ave  pray. 


Keble. 


No.  156.  The  Lord  Has  Led  Me. 

1  Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on, 

Thus  far  His  power  prolongs  my  days. 
And  every  eveTiing  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  His  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  Avaste, 

And  L  perhai)s,  am  near  my  home: 
But  He  forgiA-es  my  follies  ])ast, 
And  glAes  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  doAvn  to  sleep ; 

Peace' is  the  ])illoAv  for  my  head  ; 
While  Avell-apitoiuted  angels  kovp 
Their  Avatchful  stations  round  mv  bed. 

Watts. 


1.J4 


No.  156. 


JOY  TO  THE  WORLD. 


Arr.  by  W.  l^.  Mason. 


;f-^ 


^-2r 


±^ 


:^ 


-•-— 


^ 


'  ■•■.     ■•■     ■»■ :  s^  -0-     -0- 


-^ 


I.Joy     to     the  world,  joy     to  the  world,  Joy     to    the  world  the  Lord     is     come, 
2  Joy     to     the  earth,  joy     to  the  earth,  Joy     to    the  earth  the  Sav  -  iour  reigns ; 


-'A^ 


:N--i^ 


-•-^ 


T>.  Q.Joy  to    the  world,  joy    to    the  world, Joy   to    the  world  the  Lord     is    come. 


PT 


--ts- 


-*^ 


-4:e± 


■^-0-^ 


'Ir 


:^- 


Joy       to      the  world,    joy        to       the  world, 
Joy       to      the  earth,    joy        to       the  earth, 


Let  earth  re  -  ceive  her  Kiug. 
Let  men  their  songs  em-ploy. 

•?    J        -0-       -0-       S-       ■^     -^- 


i 


Joy       to      the  world,    joy      to      the  world.     Let        earth  re  -  ceive  her  King. 

Li      SOI^O.  nCET. 


*^^ 


q= 


^ 


i3g: 


Let      ev  - 'ry  heart  prepare    Him  room.   Let     ev  - 'ry  heart  pre-pare      Him  room, 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and  plains,  While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and  plains, 

INST.     ^  ^  -^  -»-  -»-  -*-  \  -T  '. 


±: 


:t=5=: 


i 


w 


m 


Let  ev    -   'ry  heart  pre  -  pare 

While  fields   and  floods,      rocks,  hills 


Him 
and 


room, 
plains. 


And 
Re 


heav'i 
peat 


-0—0 

and 
the 


-#- 


D.  v..  al  Fine.         After  last  verse 


nat  -  ure       sing, 
sounding     joy. 

«  J 


A  -  men, 


men, 


-men. 


-9-         -«. 


:i^ 


0- 

^      0- 


■0-'       -fz. 


£=^ 


m 
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No.  157. 


JOYOUS  PRAISES. 


W.  I,.  M. 


t^ 


-^;=s=4fi=^ 


1.  Hark!      'tis 

2.  See  the 


Christ-mas     Day,       Haste       with 
won   -drousStar;      Wise        men 


w.  ly.  Mason. 


-4^^^ 


us 
from 


a   -    way ; 
a   -    far, 


19* 


.^S_L- 


^^ 


—9 


fi-G N       N ^ 1— 1 

N K N \ 1 

^-U- 

—- ^ — r- 

K 

T 

■f^r— s — s — 1-\ 

^ ^ ^ ^-i- 

^ 

4     J 

-r=^-^"^i-^-i 

\V-\)      4          S          S          «  . 

it* 

^     ^ 

#           1          Ps    •                  •*                          1 

Je  -   sus      is     born, 
Came  from  the  East, 

^       ^       #.       ^• 

Je  -  sus      is     born, 
Came  from  the    East, 

■»-            -0-            ■»-            ■0-. 

N» P h        •  • 

Born 
Wor 

on  earth 
■  ship  -  ing 

— * \ 

to 
the 

1      ^—    1 

reign. 
King. 

^  — i? J 6^ 1 

-^ ? s> 1 

— 0 — 

~i* 1* — 

— •— 

-T- — r  7 

-\ 

— U 1 

^ 

ifi 


+n-fV- 


Tizz: 


-*— 


^=i 


:Ci: 


Raise    a  hap-py  song.  Sing      it        loud  and  long.      Join       with  the  shepherds 

In       their     hands  they  brought  Gifts  for      Him  they  sought,  Shall      we   not  with  them 


REF.-i'?aiJi'  a  hap  -  py  song.  Sing      it    loud  a7id  long,    Je      -      sus    is  King,  He 
Raise  a      hap  -  py  song,  Sing      it    loud  and  long.     Praise    Him  ye  peo  -  pie. 


I a- 


^%^ 


--^ 


i-i 


-0-^ 


-•-T 


Worshiping  on  the     plain. 
Grate  -  ful      ofF-'rings  bring? 


Come     then      all        ye       peo  -  pie    ev  -  'ry- 
Come     then     chil  -  dren     all     from  far     and 


-^ ^- 


^tZIJE 


-ft-      -*■ 


e- 


ev    -    er  -  more  shall  reign. 
Je    -    sus    is     our     King. 


where, 
near, 


Lift    your 
Je    -   sus 


grate 
Christ 


ful  hearts      in    praise  and     pray'r. 
the      Roy  -   al     Babe      is       here. 


P^-l 


^E^T 


Lt 


*-T 


X- 


r'     r     l?^-rft^ 


->»- 


h^ 


'-\- 
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HEAR  THE  CLINK  OF  THE  COINS. 


W.  L.  M 


\V.    I,.    MaSmvJ, 


^m^] 


D.  C.-\.  Heartheclinkof  the  coins  as  they  jiugle  in  the  hand,  Soon  they '11  start  on  their  way  to  some 
2.  Hear  Ihe  crisp  dollar  bills  as  they  rustle  in  the  hand,  'Twouldn't  take  such  a  pile  to  re- 


p 


far    off  heathen  land,  And  perhaps,  if  our  friends  will  but  generously  give,  We  can 
deem  our  glorious  land ;  For  you  know  if  we  gave  but  a  single  cent  each  day,  Soon  you'd 

—m c k- »    .  0 , #    ..  » *,_«,_^(i c «_    -^    -.  .#.  -It  4-    —  -- 


IBZIil 


^ 


V ^— >■■-/- 


s 


i*^-^- 


^*^ 


» — 0     9      0 


%^0 


send  some 'way  offwhere  our  western  missionaries  live.  For  you  know  yon  may  go  to  the 

see  a  church  in  ev'rv  town  wherever  you  might  straj-.  Jesus  loves  willing  souls,  and  a 

••-*••-••-     ■•-     ■•-     •*- 

C  #   •   », — 0 0-, 


X*: 


JT—J--- 


^ 


t: 


E 


^    J    ^    ^ 


•    • 


/    /' 


-V— V- 


i 


1 


5n?=2: 


^^^ 


^    i  * 


prairies  bleak  and  cold.  And  you'll  find  people  there  who  possess  but  little  gold ;  And  the ; 
blessing  He  imparts,  If  we  give  from  our  store  all  wecan,  with  cheerful  hearts;  So  let's 

* "i- a, — ^A 0 «_ — • m a — .J? • — €- 


care  not  for  God,  and  religous  duties  shirk,  But  they're  taught  by  the  men  wh'^m  we  send  to  do  the  wo;k. 
give  Him  ourselves,  and  whatthings  to  us  belong,  And  with  souls  filled  with  joy,  join  in  this  our  happy  soLg. 

I       ^    N 

.. • — * — »  ."f"    # m-^ »    "S"— <-^ 0- — «-.-« 0 — tf-T* — * — 0  ,9 — • — m'  m  ,0 


-j- 


g—yzzg: 


-0-^-0.- 


t: 


-^^^f- 


_1,^_^_ 


-V— /- 


^ 


-/—v- 
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CHRISTMAS . 


liETHLEHE.M.      8,6. 


English. 


I.  O        lit    -   tie      town      of     Beth  -   le  -  hem !   How    still       we      see      thee      lie, 


:»^ 


t-'-r 


*-s- 


P^=F 


-^— 


-l©-7- 


tjii: 


^^^ 

_^_I1_^. 


ri:: 


:3^^£i 


-i- 


Itlt 


s 


r   -  -  ■^- 

A    -   bove     thy    deep     and  dream-less    sleep,    The       si     -    lent  stars      go        by; 


P^: 


i=^ 


=^EEEi|i: 


--r-. 


=F=E 


:t 


-•-«!- 


=t==t==F= 


^==1 


:i=N=± 


^ti: 


Yet         in 


=itz=:1: 


thy     dark  streets    shin    -    eth      The 


^F=^t: 


i: 


r 


last  -  ing      Light; 


-J J- 


T 


4_-J 


The  hopes    and    fears      of        all       the    years,  Are      met       in       thee       to    -  night. 


ftil: 


i==t- 


\ 


-« m »- 


-t/— >— , 


1 
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JESUS,  MY  JOY. 


Words  by  Mrs.  J.  F.  Crewdson. 


Music  by  W.  J.  Kirkpatrick,  by  per. 


1.  I've    found     a       joy       in      sor  -  row, 

2.  I  've    found     a  branch  for    heal  -  ing 

3.  I  've    found     a       glad     ho  -  san  -  na 

4.  I  've    found  the  Rock    of      A  -   ges 

^  ^  -        -         ' — 


iiv=^^:|trd;^^iii| 


f— "^^ • — s — • — a — '-S — « — • — m^-^—m h — 0—^—j    '  •-. — •— ■ 


t=.[: 


A  se  -  cret  balm  for  pain, 

Near  ev  -    'ry  bit  -  ter  spring. 

For  ev  -    'ry  woe    and  wail, 

When  des  -  ert  wells  are  dry ; 


)t—¥—)t 


--^ 


-j^-» 


^WM 


A  beau  -  ti  -  ful  to  -  mor  -  row 

A  whis-pered  prom-ise     steal -ing 

A  hand  -  ful  of       sweet  man  -  na 

And      af   -    ter  wea   -  ry       sta  -  ges 


'W — jd — ^ — 9 — ^ — • 1 — • — y — I — I 1 — ' 


Of  sun-shine    af   -    ter  rain. 

O'er  ev    -  'ry     bro  -  ken  string. 

When  grapes  of     Es  -  chol  fail. 

I  've  found  an     E   -  lim  iiigh. 


Chorus. 


lOA JZ !■ L|B 1 1 1 _| 1 , , . 1 — I 1 1 1 ^ 1_ 

-^ -h — i-K — « — • — 0 — ^ — • — L€ — e 9. 0 L^ Q ^ 0 ^ ^ 


'T  is    Je  -  sus,  my  por-tion  for  -  ev  -  er, 

_,.  _^    ^    ^   ^   ^   ^       ^ 


9t^ 


^^ 0 — 9 B— ^— 


'T  is    Je  -  sus,  the  thirst  and  the     East ; 


^^ 


> 


A    help   ver  -y     pres-ent    in    trou  -  ble. 


%—^- 


:p=t=t=: 


m — • — « — r  • — a — • — w i—p-iT-^v-^ — r, 

P=p^^PELtzzt=U=zt=t=E^zi:zU 


5  An  Elim  with  its  coolness. 
Its  fountains,  and  its  shade  ; 
A  blessing  in  its  fulness 

When  buds  of  promise  fade. 
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6  O'er  tears  of  soft  contrition 
I  've  seen  a  rainbow  light ; 
A  glory  and  fruition, 

So  near    yet  out  of  sight. 
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PRECIOUS  BLOOD  OF  CALVARY. 


Hewitt, 


WiM.  J.  KiRKiATRiCK,  by  per. 


Bless  -  ed      stream  from   Cal-v'ry's  hill,      Flow  -  ing 
Shed,      to       take       my      sin       a  -  way,    Shed,    to 
Though  the  whole  wide  world  should  come,    At      this 
When  with     all  the      saints  a  -  bove,  Saved,    I 


free    -    ly, 
cleanse  me 
foun  -  tain 
sing        re  - 


9«^ 


.^_J^ 


^— 


•S 


KJ^~X 


:t: 


flow -ing  still, 
day  by  day ; 
there  is  room 
deem-ing   love, 


•    S 


t-^v- 


t- 


m 


Plunge    me.  Lord,  be  -    neath  the  tide, 

Sprink-ling  now  the       mer  -  cy  -  seat, 

Mil  -  lions  at  the      cross    I      see. 

Still      the  blood  my    theme  shall  be, 


9isa 


'&-. 


'^^ 


-^-•- 


Flowing 
There  I 
Yet    He 
Shed  for 

I 

-•- 


•    S 


^— 


from  Thy  riv  - 
find  com-mun 
makes  a  place 
ma     -     nv,  shed 


^-/- 


en  side, 
ion  sweet, 
for  me. 
for  me. 

^  I 


fi 


SIS 


Chorus. 


to=^ 


Pre  -  cious  blood  of       Cal  -    va  -  ry.        Shea     for    ma  -   nv,     shed      for    me. 

-•- 

^^^^u-^—p * ft ff~r-^ ^ W^-r—P P- ft ^— I— E' ^ ^- 1 


This      my     all 


vail  -  ing  plea, 
■•-  -• 

It- ^_t 


Jc  -    sus      shed    His    blood    for    me. 
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THE  CHRISTMAS  ARMY. 


W.  L    M 

Slaroh  (into. 


W.  L    MASoy. 


1.  Marching,  marching,  like   a  mighty  arm  -  y.  Come  the  boys  and  girls  from  far  and  near. 

2.  Wake  then,  wake  then,  soldiers,  for  the  battle,  Right  o'er  wrong  must  certainly  prevail ! 

^     ^     ♦■     ■•-     ^''  *.  ^-  ^  4^ 


Wm^^ 


-^h»- 


-V- 


y 


->-V — V- 


-fi — I  •- 

1^ 


-1?— ./- 


-"■ft — ^s — ■'^s — ^«* — ^»H — ''i *^ — i^: V — I — ■ — • • m 


*-* 


Tramp,  Iramp,  tramp,  tramp,  see  their  banners  waving,  While  the  strains  of  music  strike  the  ear. 
True  hearts,  clean  hands,  purpose  firm  and  fearless,  Never  faltering,  nev-er  saying  "  Fail." 


Who  would  stand  a  -  loof  at  such  a  moment?  Who  re-fuse    to    join  this  grand  array? 
"All    the  world  for  Christ''  shall  be  our  motto;  Bloodless  conquests  thro"  the  Prince  of  Peace. 
■^     •*•  ^        ^     ^       -f-     -g-     .f.     Jt. 


With  our  Captain  glorious.  We  shall  be  victorious  ;  Come,  then,  fall  in  line  without  delay. 
When  the  fight  is  end-ed,  With  our  Lord  ascended,  We  shall  join  in  songs  that  never  cease. 


~. — >, 


>— >- 


>— ^'--5'— 


III*-    s     V        I  .  I  I  I     ^ s_J^  s  I ^^ 

a=zzg-Tr-y==EP7:gIjIg^^Sg=jrv:lgi=:g 

^__jj_^ r*     »-^ L zt, ^_^^^^z::pj 


Hear  the  call ! 


Hear  the  call ! 


How  it  echoes  far  a-way, 


-|  r- 


-^=>=^ 


I 
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PSALM  LXXXIY. 


John  Milton. 


W.  L.  Mason. 


i 


==^ 


W 


^=t^^ 


1.  Howlove-ly      are    Thy  dwellings  fair !      O  Lord       of  Hosts,  how    dear 

2.  There  ev'n  the  spar-row,  freed  from  wrong,  Hath  found  a  house  of      rest ; 

3.  Hap-py    who     in     Thy  house  re-side.  Where  Thee  they  ev  -  er        praise! 


iteae 


-/Z- 


2=2!^ 


i \- 


i 


'9-h 


,g-_-_g_-^ 


-09»- 


The  pleasant  tab  -  er  -  na  -  cles  are.  Where  Thou  dost  dwell  so  near  I 
Theswal-low  there,  to  lay  her  young.  Hath  built  her  brooding  nest; 
Hap-py,  whose  strength  in  Thee  doth  bide,      And  in     their  hearts  Thy  ways! 


if: 


-452- 


§iS 


Et 


i 


I 


:^ 


12: 


My   soul  doth  long  and    al  -  most  die    Thy  courts,  O    Lord,    to      see. 

Ev'n  by  Thy  al  -  tars.  Lord     of  Hosts,  They  find  their  safe     a  -  bode. 

For   God,  the  Lord,  both  sun     and  shield,  Give  grace  and  glo  -  ry     bright. 

M  M  _  _  _  m     m  m  m  M  ^"  '^~~  ^-m  m  ^ 


^ 


a= 
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JESUS,  VICTOR. 


W.  L.  M. 
n   i*        Andanle. 

W.  L 

S          ^          S 

Mason. 

-y-So    s 

'^ 

«          *          « 

J       1 

jL.  ^  • 

^^    ^ 

• 

fry    H    S 

'«       s 

_*« 

Ik. 

-    -^ 

. 

^ 

•                #           _     _      w                w 

# 

•  • 

1.  Our      Lord    is 

2.  The     grave  could 

-«-         *-         ^ 

now 
not 

as  - 
en  - 

JL. 

;:end 
Lhral 

* 

-     ed. 
Him, 

• 

He  hath  gone  up 
Our    ev  -   er    bless 

on    high ; 
- ed   King; 

C\"^'i    » 

p          p 

I0 

10 

• 

• 

• 

^                    ^                    \                       . 

*-f.ii£ 

'.^                   .^                   ^                   \» 
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^ 

t" 

t/ 

• 

-■ 

1 

4 
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->-J 
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^ 

^ 

N 

' 
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^        ^         ^ 

>       J 

J*-^ 

J        • 

^ 

' 

'•       8         '« 

' «        •>-     * 

f                    ;       "^ 

^  • 

V-  \^         ' 

^ 

•         *         J         J 

His 
And 

life       on      earth 
death  could    not 

is 
ap    - 

# 

end 
pal 

• 

§ 

-    ed, 
Him, 

• 

• 

He  's  gained  the 
For    death    had 

vie    - 
lost 

»         #■  • 

to  -   ry! 
its    sting. 

c\'''r.  (• 

i*         p         p 

tf 

m 

» 

1* 
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1 
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DELIVERANCE  WILL  COME' 


J.  B.  M. 


Rev.  J  no.  B.  Matthias,  1836. 


Pl 


31^ — ^ — ^ ^. — 1^       ^       Ji 

-0- .    •0-    -0-      -#•      -•■      •♦•       -#• 


-^- 


u 

I      saw        a      way  -  worn    trav  -  'ler 

His  back   was      la    -    den  heav  -  y, 

Thesum-mer    sun       was  shin  -  ing, 

But  he      kept  press  -  ing  on  -  ward, 

The  song-sters     in        the  ar    -  bor, 
His  watchword    be    -   ing  "  On  -  ward ! 


In        tat  -  ter'd  gar  -  tnents  clad, 
His  strength  was  al  -   most     gone 
The    sweat    was     on       his 
For       he       was  wend  -  ing 
That     stood    be  -  side     the 
'  He     stopped  his    ears    and 


brow, 

home ; 

way, 

ran. 


^ 


^ 

s. 

^ 

ts 

V 

y  t;- \-=--N- 

--^ — Jr~ 

—^r^ 

^^ 

_] 

•  1 

^         J 

r       s     *\ 

*  1 

fn\^     m-        m" 

§       J 

J         4 

*       J^    J 

J     i-\ 

9           S 

*  • 

s 

s       s 

f 

i  '    4     4 

d  '  ri 

•^ 

, 

U 

#  .   J    ^ 

*        -#•• 

And        5 

,trug-gling 

up 

the  moun  -  tain 
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Yet  he  s 
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as 
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gar  -  ments 
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Still 
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Then  palms  of  vie  -  to  -  ry,  crowns  of    glory.  Palms  of   vie  -  to-ry       I     shall  bear. 


-f^ 


V=-V 


4  I  saw  him  in  the  evening, 

The  sun  was  bending  low, 
He  'd  overtopped  the  mountain, 

And  reached  the  vale  below  : 
He  saw  the  golden  city, — 

His  everlasting  home, — 
And  shouted  loud,  Hosanna, 

Deliverance  will  come ! 

5  While  gazing  on  that  city. 

Just  o'er  the  narrow  flood, 
A  band  of  holy  angels 
Came  from  the  throne  of  God : 


They  bore  him  on  their  pinions 
Safe  o'er  the  dashing  foam  ; 

And  joined  him  in  his  triumph, — 
Deliverance  had  come ! 

6  I  heard  the  song  of  triumph 

They  sang  upon  that  shore, 
Saying,  Jesus  has  redeemed  us 

To  suffer  nevermore : 
Then,  casting  his  eyes  backward 

On  the  race  which  he  had  run. 
He  shouted  loud,  Hosanna, 

Deliverance  has  come  I 
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No.  166.    NOT  HALF  HAS  EVER  BEEN  TOLD. 


"Ami  the  building  of  the  wall  of  it  tvas  of  jasper  ;  and  the  citv  was  puye  gold,  like  utit^  r/'ar 

glass.^' — Rev.  2L:  18. 
Rev.  J.  B.  Atchinson.  O.  V .  Presbrev.     By  per. 
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way      in     the     kingdom    of 
Sav  -  iour  has    gone   to      pre  - 
crowns  which  the  glo -ri  -  fied 
sin  -  ners  may      ask  and     re    - 
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God; 
pare; 
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I  have  read     how   its  walls  are 
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When  our  Fa  -  ther  shall  bid  them 
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jas  -   per.  How    its  streets 

faith  -  ful,  Rest    for  -   ev 

en    -   ter.  And    my      glo     - 
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I    h  ave 
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NOT  HALF  HAS  EVER  BEEN  TOLD.     Concluded. 


t-i- 

s Ks — s f^ 1— 

N s^^-^ -— 
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\j        1  , 
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midst 
sin 

right  - 
read 

of   the  street  is     life's    riv  -  er, 
ev  -  er     en  -  ters,  nor     sor  -  row, 
eous  are  ev  -  er  -  more  bless  -  ed 
how  He  '11  guide  and  pro-tect    us, 
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hold;  Butnothalf  of  that  city's  brightglo-ry  Tomortalshas  ev-er  been  told, 

old;      But  not  half  of  the  joys  that  await  them  To  mortals  has  ev-er  been  told, 

gold;   Butnothalfof  the  wonder-ful   sto  -  ry    Tomortalshas  ev-er  been  told, 

fold;    But  not  half  of  His  goodness  and  mercy  To  mortals  has  ev-er  been  told. 


f 


•  *  • 


•»-   '. 


■9- 


^ 


:^ 


*-T- 


CHORTS 


Not  half  has   ev  -  er  been  told ;  (beoD  told  ;)  Not  half  has   ev-er  been  told ;  (been  tjld  ;)  Not 


half   of  that  cit  -  y's  bright  glo  -  ry      To     mor-tals   has      ev  -   er  been   told. 
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No.  167, 


HIM  THAT  COMETH  UNTO  ME. 


John  vi.  37. 


\Vm.  J.  KlRKPATRICK,by  pef. 


I.  Lis  -  ten  to  the  blessed  in  -  vi 
2  Wea  -  ry  toil  -  er,  sad  and  heav-y 
3.  Cofne.ye  thirst-y,    to     the  liv-  ing 

N     ^   N  - 


ta  -  tion, Sweeter  than  the  notes  of  an-  gel-song, 
la  -  den,  Joy-ful  -  ly  the  great  sal-va-tion  see, 
wa  -  ters.  Hungry, come  and  on  His  bounty  feed, 


y>li/. m ^ A i I . 1 m 


w 


~9-i—9 — 0-. — ^ 


t 


-5-=- — 


Chim-ing  soft- ly  with    a  heav'nly       ca  -  dence,  Call -ing  to     the  pass  -  ing   throng. 
Close  beside  thee  stands  the  Burden  Bear  -  er,  Strong  to  bear  thy  load    and     thee. 
Not   thy   fit-nessis     the  plea  to    bring    Him,    But  thy  pressing  ut   -  most  need. 


9-.^ 


-^     '^ 


!V  ^ 


^-^—¥-^¥. 


h^—utA 


Him  that  com-eth  un  -  to     me, 


un  -  to  me, 


Him  that  com-eth  un-  to     me, 


1/  ^  i 


t_t=_ 


-I 1 — 


un  -  to  me, 


-I  ■ 1 1       I         ji       V     ^ — v~^~ 

1/    1^1 


4  "Him  that  cometh,"  blind  or  maimed  or  sinful,  5  Coming  humbly,  daily  to  this  Saviour, 

Cometh  for  His  healing  touch  divine.  Breathing  all  the  heart  to  Him  in  prayer; 

For  the  cleansing  of  the  blood  so  precious,  Coming  some  day  to  the  heavenly  mansions, 

Prove  anew  this  gracious  line.  He  will  give  thee  welcome  there. 

Ctpjritbt.  1888,  bj  W.  J.  KiikpKtrick. 
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No.  168. 


I  WILL  GO. 


Martha  J.  Lankton. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRicK,  by  per. 


-H- 


^=1 


=j: 


•n^         I,         1 


i 


will 


go, 


1 


not     stay      From    the    arms      of       love    a  -  way; 


2.  Though  I       long  have    tried     in       Vain,     Tried    to     break    the      tempter's  chain, 
J.        I        am       lost,   and      yet        I       know    Earth   can     nev  -   er       heal  my    woe ; 


4.    Some-thing    whis-pers 


my      soul,  Though  my     sins    like    mountains  roll. 


5-1  o   -   bey     the      Sav  -  iour's    call.     Now      to      Him       I       yield  my     all, 


W^=i=- 


*=4i)i 


_^ 


^t=f: 


-^ 


-^ 


t-^t^ 


xr 


Oh,     for  strength   of 

Vet       to  -  night      I'll 

I        will      rise         at 

Je   -  sus'   blood     will 


-H- 


4 


faith     to        say,  Je     -  sus 

try       a    -    gain,  Je     -  sus 

once    and       go,  Je     -  sus 

make    me     whole,  Je     -  sus 

At      His     feet,     where      oth  -  ers        fall.  There 's  a 


died  for 
help  Thou 
died  for 
died  for 
place      for 

— ^ ^— 

-Ji ^- 


me. 
me. 
me. 
me. 
me. 


Chorus. 


=± 


i-i • ^ 1 


m^ 


it        be,      oh. 


can 


-:t:_t=: 


be.      There     is      hope     for      one  like    me  ? 


-l=-l= 


-*=-¥- 


Copjrigbl,  .13S3,  b;  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrict. 
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No,  169, 


HAPPY  IN  THEE. 


Sarah  E.  James. 


\Vm.  J.  KiRKFATRicK,  by  per. 


—\ — •- 
J— - 


i=i: 


1=4 


i=: 


i^^.l^'d^^^ 


My   soul     is    re  -  joic-ing,  and  sweet  is      my  song, While  oa  -  ward  to      Zi  -  on       I 
Thy  presence  is     with  me,  Thy    im-age      I     bear;  Thy  ban  -  ner    is     o'er    me,  Tiny 
I     wallv    in  Thy  sun-shine,  I      rest    in    Thy  smile.  And  vis  -  ions    of     glo  -  ry     the 
I  know  there  's  a  man-sion  pre  -  par  -  ing      a  -  bove,  Where  soon  Thou  wilt  call  mc    to 

^.     .#.     ^.     j^         ^      Jt.    Jt.    Jft, 


path  -  way,     no    clouds  can      I       see,     For 


moments  be-guile;Thy  peace    like     a 
feast  on   Thv  love;    Vet    here    while    I 


riv 
tar 


flow  -  ing 
-  tent    will 


■)r     mc, 
I       be, 


^t 


I  .      I 


:«±=J=S=l==1ii=l 


•      *      ft 


gar-ment     I-    wear;  The  world     and    its     pleas  -  ures    are     noth-ing     to      me,     I'"or 


And 
For 


9ii 


P  P   P  <s> 

I    :    I    I 

oh,      I    am    hap  -  py,  dear  Sav-iour,    in    Thee.        I  lap       -      -       \>\    in      Thee,     .     . 

Hap-py    in  Thee,  happy  in  Thee. 

-« :?: m a-^ (»_«__«_ft-^ _«^«_if_e- 


|=«. 


:^: 


izJzzSziS 


hap     -  -        py     in       Thee,     .     .     .  My 

:av-iour,  dear  Sav-iour,  I  "m    liap-py      in  Thee,  !^^ 

-•.     .p.     .p.     .(2?.  A.   J. 


re    -  loic 


Copjrigbt,  188S,  b}  Wm.  J.  Kiikpatrick. 
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HAPPY  IN  THEE.     Concluded. 


^=tmm 


free,      And      oh,       I      am      hap   -  py,     dear   Sav-iour,    in   Thee. 


No.  170. 


\Vm.  G,  Collins. 


HALLELUJAH. 


-^'  ir 


\Vm.  J.  KiRKPATRiCK,  by  per. 
• 9 


1.  I      am  glad;  O      so    glad  That   to     Je  -  sus      I     came,  He    has  pardoned  my 

2.  ()h,    the    ful  -  ness   of      joy    My    Ke-deem-er      to    know.And    to  feel    that  His 

3.  Per  -  feet  ])eace  in     my  heart    Je  -sus  now  gives  to      me,  From  all  fcar-ing    and 

4.  .Saviour,  keep  me      I     pray,  Ev  -  er    keep  me  Thine  own.  Till      I  join   the   glad 


r^_it: 


i^iS-^4=S±EfEFi— ?=z)i 


:r=:^=t=^t=t=t:--4:|i=i:|i: 


f-r-rr 


<^-=gq= 


3=?=jjij: 


Chorus. 

— I — ^- 


^ — ^- 


sins,       I     can  now  praise  His  Name.  Hal 
blood  Makes  me   whit  -  er    than  snow, 
doubt  -  ing,  My     spir  -  it        is      free. 

song,     Of     the  blest  'round  Thy  throne. 


hi  -  jah,   Je  -  sus  saves  me, With   a 


^^&?=^= 


e-^»-r-t'^^- 


fej 


per  -  feet   sal  -  va  -  tion,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Je-sus  saves  me  just  now. 


Copyright,  ISso,  l^j  Wm.  J.  Riik^>atrick. 
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No.  171. 


AN  OPEN  BIBLE. 


Henry  M.  King,  D.D. 


\Vm.  J.  KiRKPATRiCK,  by  per. 

N  N     ^ K L 


±^=I| 


-X— l^i 


-5^r 


±=^ 


sir 


I 

An         o    - 
Wher  -  e'er 
It     shows 
It       tells 


-• — •- 


pen  Bi  -  ble  for  the  world  !  May  this  our  glorious  mot 
it  goes  its  gold- en  light,  Stream -ing  as  from  an  un-v 
to  men  the  Fa-ther's  face,  All  ra  -  diant  with  for-giv  - 
of     Je  -  sus  and  His  death,      Of       life      pro -cured  for  dy  - 

com  -  forts  those  who  sit 


-to      be ! 
eiled  sun, 
ing    love ; 
ing    men  ; 
in     tears ; 


On 
Shall 
And 
And 

To 


ev   -  'ry  breeze  its  flag    un -furled 
dis   -   si  -  pate  the  clouds  of  night, 

to  the  lost  of  A-dam's  race 
each  soul  of  hum  -ble  faith, 
who  faint  it  strength  imparts  ; 


to 
all 

I 


4-^^ 


-^— N- 


Shall    scat  -  ter     blessings  rich  and  free. 

Un  -   do      the     work  that  sin   has  done. 

Pro-claims  sweet  mer  -  cy  from    a    -  bove. 

It       son  -  ship  gives  with  God  a    -  gain. 

And   gilds   with  hope  th'  eter  -  nal  years. 


§-^- 


-* — m- 


-?■— V- 


Chorus. 


=-J^- 


^ 


:^ 


^: 


Blest  word     of 


God!     .     .     . 
Blest    word 


send   forth    thy 


of     God ! 


light 

send  forth     thy  light 


w~~r~-  w.—f- 


.  b  r^^=* 


O'er      ev 

^ 


land       and        ev 


1/ 
sea, 


b     ^ 


Till      all     who 


and  ev  -  'ry   sea, 


^^^1. 


9i± 


3E 


:Q)c 


-(2- 


Cop;n(bt,  1392,  b;  Wm.  J.  Eirkp>uick. 
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AN  OPEN  BIBLE.    Concluded. 


an    -  der      in       the        night  Are      led       to      God     and  heav'n  by       thee. 


No.  172. 


FOLLOW  ALL  THE  WAY. 


Geo.  W.  Collins. 


Arr.  by  Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRiCK,  by  per. 


1.  I       have  heard  my  Sav  -  iour  call  -  ing,       I       have  heard  my   Sav  -  iour    call-ing, 

2.  Though  He  leads  me  through  the  val  -  lev,  Though  lie  leads  me  through  the    val  -  ley, 

3.  Though  lie  leads  me  through  the  gar-  den.  Though  He  leads  me  through  the  gar  -  den, 


Cho. —  Where  He  leads    me 


vill  fol  -  low,  IF/iere  He  leads    7ne 


■will   fol  -  low, 


B.C. 


m — • — • — ?• — '^'-^-^' 


I    have  heard  my  Sav-iour    call-ing,"  Take  thy 
Though  He  leads  me  thro'  the    val  -  lev,   1  '11    go 
Though  He  leads  me  thro'  the    gar  -  den,  I  '11    go 
.,-      M,      .fi.      .^. 


cross  and    fol  -  low,  fol  -  low 
with  Him, with  Him  all    the    way. 
with  Him, with  Him  all    the    way. 


IVliere  He  leads 


'ill    fol  -  l07C',  I  'II    go 


-f^- 


:^ 


with  Him, 701  th  Him  all    the     way. 


|:  Though  the  path  be  dark  and  dreary, :|| 
I  '11  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 

|:  Though  He  leads  me  in  the  conflict, :ll 
I  '11  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 

]:  Though  He  leads  through  fiery  trial,:]] 
I  '11  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 

Copjright,  1891,  b;  Wm.  J.  Eiikpatrick. 


IJ:  I  will  follow  on  to  know  Him,:]] 

He  's  my  Saviour,  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend. 

:  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glory, :|| 
He  will  keep  me,  keep  me  all  the  way. 

j:  O  'tis  sweet  to  follow  Jesus, :|| 

And  be  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the  way. 


151 


No.  m. 


PRAISE  THE  LORD,  YE  HEAVENS. 


lOHN   KEMrXHORNE. 


\Vm.  J.  KlRKPATRK  K.  h\  per. 


1.  Praise  the  Lord!  ye  heavens,  a  -  dore    Him;  Praise    Him,  an  -  gels    in        tlie  height ; 

2.  Praise  the  Lord,    for     He     hath    spo  -  ken;   Worlds    His  might -y  voice       o  -  beyed  ; 

3.  Praise  the   Lord,    for     He        is     -glo-rious;     Xev    -    er    shall    His  prom -ise    fail; 

4.  Praise  the    (lod      of     our       sal-  va  -    tion ;    Hosts     on    high    His  power  pro-claim ; 


— I- 
-<s>- 


Bii 


Sun        and  moon,  re-joice      be  -  fore     Him;  Praise  Him,  all       ye    stars  of    light. 

Laws    which  nev  -  er    shall      be    bro  -    ken,        For  their  guid- ance  He  hath  made. 

God        has  made  His  saints   vie  -  to  -  rious :  '   Sin       and  death  shall  not  pre  -  vail. 

Heaven    and  eartii  and     all       ere  -  a   -    tion,       Laud      and  mag  -  ni  -   fv  His   name. 


w=iii. 


m 


Chorus. 


N-t^- 


'^ii 


hi    -    jah!    hal  -  le    -    lu  -    jah  !  Praise  the  Lord  and  mag  -  ni  -  fy    His  name! 


S±J 


:t=: 


-I- 1 ^ y' — y y, — hi 1 

ir — '-{ ■ 


S  j_l 


Hal  -  le  -   lu    -    jah  I  hal  -  le    -   hi  -  jali  !  Praise  the  Lord!  His  mighty  power  ptoclaim. 


Copjricbt,  iniU,  Win.  J.  Kirk|wlrlck. 
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No.  174. 


PLEADING  WITH  THEE. 


J.  Jackson. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATKiCK,by  per. 


t^ti—i 


1.  Wea-ry,    oh,    yes,  thou  art    wea    -    ry.  Bear-  ing  thy    bur-  den    of  sin; 

2.  Lone  -  ly,    oh,    yes,  thou  art    lone    -    ly.  Plod  -  cling  thy    dcs    -    o  -  late  way, 

3.  Trou-bled,oh,    yes,  thou  art    trou-bled.  Com-  fort  has  fiovvn  from  thy  breast; 

4.  Wea-ry     and  lone -ly     and  trou  -bled,  Bro  -  ken    in     spir    -    it    and  heart, 

-=——, 7i-f- — • — • — • • — • — iti^--. 1^ r*-^ — • — *-~'^m-~. s — »-— r"^-^-^ — 

C^--h-ti-(i-t—. — I 1 1 1 1 \^^—. i^T*-  .  --I 1 '*^- ^ ^—  hi 1 a; 


Clouds  of   the  night  are      a  -  bove     thee.  Fear    and  tenip-ta  -  tion  with  -  in. 
Far    fro)n  the  arms  that  would  shield  thee,      Far    from  the  light  and    the      day. 
On    -    ly      in      Je  -  sus     thy    ref   -    uge.        On    -    ly     in    Him     is     thy      rest. 

Come     to    the    gra-cious  Re- deem  -  er :  Child     of    His  mer  -  cy    thou    art. 


^?^1t; 


-y— F- 


— p-l 0 1 ^ # W—r-^-^-i9 1 
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Chorus. 


d=^=H=n--=d=* 


Hear  the  sweet  voice  that  is  plead-ing  with  thee.  Pleading  with  thee, pleading  with  thee, 

-I (--     -I—     -[—     -h-'     -^-     -^-     -^- 
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sh^s) 


Hear  the  sweet  voice  that  is  plcad-ing  with  thee.  Ten  -  der  -  ly  pleail-ing  with  thee. 

Plead    -    -    -    -    ing  with    thee. 

I     :?:  :•:    -•-    :p:    _-_  I  ^ ^  I  
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No.  175. 


I'VE   FOUND   THE  PEARL. 


Lowell  Mason.    (1792 


!.)    1830. 


1.  I've  found  the  pearl  of  great-est  price,     My  heart  doth  sing  for     joy; 

2.  Christ  is     my  Prophet,Priest,and  King:  A    Pro-phet   full    of      light, 

3.  For      He     in-deed     is  Lord  of  lords,   And  He     the  King  of    kings; 

4.  Christ  is    my  Peace;  He  died  for    me,      For    nie     He  gave  His  blood; 

5.  Christ  Je-sus   is     my    All    iu     all,       My  Com-fort  and  my   Love, 


And 
My 
He 
And 
My 


sing  I  must,  for  Christ  is  mine,Christ  shall  my  song  employ, Christ  shall  my  song  employ. 

great  High-Priest  before  tlie  throne^Iv  Kingof  heavenly  might, MyKingofheavenlv  might, 
is  the  Son  of  righteousness,  With  healing  in  His  Wings,  With  healing  in  His  wings- 
as  my  wondrous  Sac-ri-tiee,   Ottered  Himself  to  God,       Ottered  Himself  to  God. 


Life  below,  and  He  shall  be 


My  Joy  and  Crown  above,  My  Joy  and  Crown  above. 


No.  176. 


ROCKINGHAM.     L.  M. 


'  A  nd  rested  the  Sabbath-day ^ 


J-r-l- 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


U-f-H    !  I J  ^  r-^  gi'  |-g=^=:|rflr: 


^£S 


I.  Another  six  days'  work  is  done.  Return  my  soul,  enjoy  thy  rest, 

Another  Sabbath  is  begun  ;  Improve  the  day  thy  God  hath  blest. 


2  Come,  bless  the  Lord,  whose  love  assigns 
So  sweet  a  rest  to  wearied  minds ; 
Provides  an  antejiast  of  heaven, 

And  gives  tliis  day  the  food  of  seven. 

3  This  heavenly  calm  within  the  breast, 
Is  the  dear  pledge  of  glorious  rest, 
Whicli  for  the  church  of  God  remains, 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

4  O  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may  rise, 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies: 

And  draw  froni  heaven  that  sweet  repose, 
Which  none  but  he  that  feels  it  knows. 

5  In  holy  duties  let  the  day 

In  lioly  ph'asurcs  ))ass  away. 

How  hlest  a  Sal)l>atli  liuis  to  spend. 

In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end. 

Stennett. 


No.  177.  Sweet  is  the  Light. 

1  Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath  eve, 

And  soft  the  sunbeams  lingering  there : 
For  these  blest  hours  the  world  I  leave. 
Wafted  on  wings  of  faith  and  prayer. 

2  The  time — how  lovely  and  how  still ; 

Peace  shines  and  smiles  on  all  below ; 

The  plain,  the  stream,  the  wood,  the  hill. 

All  fair  witli  evening's  setting  glow. 

3  Nor  will  oiir  days  of  toil  lie  long, 

Our  jiilgriniage  will  soon  be  trod  ; 
And  we  sliall  join  the  ceaseless  song — 
The  endless  Sabljath  of  our  God. 

James  Edmestoa. 
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No.  178. 


COME,  HOLY   SPIRIT. 


Thomas  Hastings.    (1784 — 1872.)    1837. 


^—^r^r^^^^^^^^i 


1.  Come,  Ho-ly   Spir-it,  HeavenlyDove, With  all  Thy  quickening  powers,  Kin-dlo     a  tlaine  of 

2.  Look  how  we   grovel    here   be-low,    Fond  of  these  trifling  toys:  Our  souls  can  neither 

3.  In    vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs,    In  vain  we  Strive  to  rise;     Ho-san- nas  languish 

4.  Dear  Lord, and  shall  we  ev  -  er  live       At  this  poor  dying   rate.     Our  love   so  faint,  so 

5.  Come,  Ho-ly  Spir-it,  HeavenlyDove, With  all  Thy  quickening  powers,  Come,shed  abroad    a 


sa  -  cred  love  In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours, 
fly  nor  go  To  reach  e  -  ter  -  nal  joys, 
on  our  tongues.  And  our  de  -  vo  -  tion  dies, 
cold  to  Thee,  And  Thine  to  us  so  great, 
Saviour's  love,      And  that  shall  kin  -  die    ours, 


In  these  cold  hearts  of     ours. 

To  reach  e  -  ter  -  nal  joys. 
And  our  de  -  vo  -  tion  dies. 
And  Thine  to  us  so  great. 
And  that  shall  kin  -  die      ours. 


No.  179. 


EASTER  DAY.     L.  M. 


"  I  know  that  tny  Redeenier  liveth.'''' 


'  that  my  Redeemer 


Philip  Phillips. 


-^S:»*«? 


P=S« 


^tg^ 


:5:«!; 


I.  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives,  He  lives.  He  lives,  who  once  was  dead; 

What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives  !  He  lives,  my  everlasting  Head  ! 


b*    I       I       I        ^1 


2  He  lives,  to  blo.ss  me  with  His  love ; 
He  lives,  to  plead  for  lue  above ; 
He  lives,  my  hungry  soul  to  feed; 
He  lives,  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

3  He  lives !  all  glory  to  His  Name ; 

He  lives !  my  Saviour,  still  the  same ; 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives, — 
I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives. 

1  He  lives !  my  wise  and  mighty  friend ; 
He  lives  and  loves  me  to  the  end ; 
He  lives,  my  mansion  to  prepare; 
He  lives,  to  guide  me  safely  there. 

Wesley. 


No.  180.       Easter  Evening. 

1  He  dies!  the  friend  of  sinners  dies; 

Lo !  Salem's  daughters  weep  around ; 
A  soleinn  darkness  veils  the  skies, 
A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground. 

2  The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tomb ; 

In  vain  the  toml)  forbids  him  rise! 
Cherubic  legions  guard  Him  home. 
And  shont  him  welcome  to  the  skies. 

3  Say,  "Live  for  ever,  wondrous  King, 

Born  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save;" 
Then  ask  the  monster,"Where's  thy  sting? 
And     Where's    thy    vict'ry,    boasting 
grave  ?"  Watts. 
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No.  181. 


ALMIGHTY   SPIRIT. 


Thomas  Hastings.    (1784 — 1872.)    183a 
t- 


1.  Who  ))utTli<)u,nl  -  mighty    Spir-it,     Can  the  heathen  world  re-claim?    Men  may 

2.  Thou  hast  promised  by    the  prophets,  Glorious  light    in   lat-ter  days:   Come  and 

3.  All  our  hojtes,  and  prayers,arfd  labors,  Must  be  vain  without  thy    aid;      But  Tliou 


f 


^^ 


h=^-^ 


^^^ 


3E 


1=3^3; 


»-f-f^* 


m 


preach,  but    till  thou    fa  -  vor.  Heathens  still  will  be    the  same:  Mighty    Spirit 

bless     be  -   wililei'ed    na- tions;  Change  our  prayers  and  tears  to    i)raise:  Promised  Si)irit, 

wilt   not    dis-ap})oint      us;     All  is  true  that  Thou  hast  said:  (Jraeious  Spirit 

.)«.  _  ^     ^       4^         ^.       ' 


=^ 


He 


TPt= 


^^ 


^ 


m 


^5= 


*•  ^'i=  -g^i- 


"^"^ 


ESBEfS^E 


^r=^ 


Witness    to  the  Saviour's  name;  Mighty     Spirit,    Witness    to  the  Saviour's  name. 

Round  the  world  dilTuseThy  rays;  Promised  Spirit,  Round  the  world  difl'use  Thy  rays. 

O'er  the  world  Thy  intiuenceshed;  Gracious  Spirit,  O'er  the  world  Thy  intluenreslied. 


No.  182. 


COME,    SINNERS. 


Luther  Orlando  Emerson.     (1820 — )    1847. 


Come,  sin-ners,  to  the  gos-pel  feast. 
Sent  l)y  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call. 
Come,  then,  ye  souls  by    "sin    op  -  prest, 

-/* *— , r-^ fK- 

-I  III   f^— t-t~       I         I  :^1^ 


Let  ev  -  ery  soul  ))e  Je  -  sus'  guest 
The  in  -  v"i  -  ta  -  tion  is  to  all: 
Ye     restless  wanderers  af  -  ter    rest; 


^ri 


You  need  not  one    be     left     behind.       For  God  has        bid -den     all  mankind. 

Come  all  the  world;  come  sinner,  thou;     All  things  in     Christ  are       ready    now. 

Ye  i)oor,  and  maimed,  and  halt,  and  l)lind.  In  Christ  a       hear  -  ty     weleoine  find. 


No.  183. 


BLEST    BE    THE    TIE. 


Hans  Georg  N.iegeli.     (1773— 1836.)     i?32. 
Arr.  by  William  Batchelder  Bradbury.    (1816 — 1868.)     18^9. 


Blest  be  the 
Be  -  fore  our 
We  share  our 
When  we  a 
This  ghjrions 
From    sor  -  row 


tic  that  binds 
leather's  throne 
mu  -  tual  woe.s; 
sun  -  cler  part, 
hope  re  -  vives 
toil,  and  pain. 


(>ur 

We 

Our 

It 

Our 
And 


hearts  in 
jjour  oui' 

niu - tual 
gives    us 
cour  -  age 

sin     we 


Christian   love;       The 
ar  -  dent  i)rayers ;  Our 


burdens    hear; 

in  -  ward  jjain  ; 

by      th(^    way ; 

shall    be     free ; 


And 

But 

While 

And 


fel  -  low  -  ship     of      kin  -  dred  minds 

fears,  our    liopes,  our   aims    are      one, 

of  -  ten       for    eaeh     oth  -    er      flows 

we    shall    still     be   joined    in      heart, 

each     in        ex  -  pec  -  ta  -  tion    lives. 


Is  like      to 

Our  comforts 

The  syni  -  pa 

And  hoi)e     to 

And  longs    to 


per  -  feet     love  antl    friendship    reign    Thi-ough  all 


that 
and 
thiz  - 
meet 

see 
ter 


a 


our 

ing 

a  - 

the 


bove. 
cares, 
tear, 
gain, 
dav. 
-  ty. 


No.  184. 


THE    SPIRIT,    IN    OUR    HEARTS. 


Bishop  Hf.nry  Usttck  Oxderdoxk. 


William  Tansur.    (1699—1774.)    1743 


—-0 — ^'-« 9 — ^^-0 m-"  s: 


J-54-^-^ 
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The 
Let 

Yes,   who 
Lo,       .Je 


Spir  -  it,         in 
him     that    hear 
so  -  e^• 
sus,   who 


our 
eth. 


hearts, 
sav 

AVill 

vites, 


Is         whis  ■ 
To  all 

O  let 

De  -  Clares, 

A 


poring,  "Sin  -  ner,    come," 
a    -    bout    him,  "Come;" 
him        free  -  ly       come, 
"I         quick -ly       come;" 


The  Bride,  the  Church  of  Christ,  proclaims 

Let     him  that  thirsts  for  righteous  -  ness, 

.And    free  -  ly    drink  the  stream   of        life: 

L  )rd,     e  -  ven      so;      I      wait  Thine  hour; 


\rn 


To       all 
To  Christ, 
'Tis      Je  - 
Je  -  sus, 


His 

the 
sus 
my 


children,  "Come." 
Fountain,  come, 
bids   him  come. 
Saviour,  come. 


^^ 


No.  185. 


COME,  THOU   ALMIGHTY   KING. 


Felice  GiardinL    (1716— 1796.)     1760. 
I     .       I n-4- 


r    .     r 

1.  Conie,Thon  al- mighty  King,   Help  us  Thy    Xanie  to    sing,  Help    us  to   praise: 

2.  Je  -   sus,  our  Lord,    a-  rise;    Scat -ter  our         en   -  e-mies,  And  make  them  fall: 

3.  Come,Tiiou  In  - carnate  Word,  Gird  on  Thy     mighty  sword,  Our  prayer  attend: 


S 


:f^-^ 


^=^- 


^^ 


t==t 


^^ 


Father  all-glo  -  rious.  O'er  all  vie- to  -  rious,  Come,and  reign  over  us,Ancient  of  days. 
LetThine  almighty  aid, Our  sure  defence  be  made;Our  souls  onThee  he  stayed;Lord, hear  oiir  call 
Come,and  Thy  people  bless.  And  give  Thy  Word  success ;  Spirit  of  hoIiness,On  us  descend. 


feSr^ 
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No.  186.    MEAN  MAY  SEEM  THIS  HOUSE  OF  CLAY. 


Isaac  Beverly  Woodbury.    (1819—1858.)    1842. 


1.  O    mean  may  seem  this  house    of      clay, 

2.  This  flesh  -  ly    rolje  the    Loi-d    did    wear ; 

3.  O     vale     of     tears   no     Ion  -  ger      sad, 

4.  But  not    this    flesh  -  ly     robe      a  -  lone 

5.  We  shall  be     reckoned     for  Thine  own, 
0.  O    might -y    grace,  our    life      to      live. 


Yet    'twas  the    Lord's   a  -  bode ; 

This  watch  the      Lord    did  keep  ; 

Where  -  in     the     Lord   did  dwell ! 

Shall   link    us.     Lord,    to  Thee; 

Be  -  cause  Thy  heaven  we  share, 

To    make  our     eai"th     di-vine! 


ff 


^ 


^ 
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Our      feet  may  mourn  this  thorn  -  y    way.        Yet  here    Em-man-uel    trod. 


These 

O 

Not 

Be 

O 


Vmrdens 
hap  -  py 
on  -ly 
cause  we 
mighty 


sore  the    Ijord    did  l)ear ;     These  tears  the    Lord    did  weep 
robe      of     flesh    tliat  clad         Our   own   Em -man  -  u  -  el! 

in  tlie    tear     and  groan     Shall    tlie    dear   kin 
sing       a  -  round  Thy  throne.  And  Thy  bright  rai 


grace,  Tliy  heaven  to  give, 


dred   be. 
ment  wear, 
to    Thine! 


No.  187. 


O    DAY   OF   REST   AND    GLADNESS. 


German  Melody.    Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason.    (lygt—iSya.)    1839. 


M 
M 


O        day  of  rest  and  gladness,      O   daj-  of  joy  and  light,     1 

O       balm  of  care  and  sadness.    Most  beautiful, most  bright ; )  On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly, 
On    thee,  at  the  ere  -  a  -  tion.   The  light  first  had  its  birth  ;  \ 

On    thee.for  our  salvation, Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth  ; )  On  thee  our  Lord, victorious, 
To  -  daj-  on  weary  na-tions,      The  heavenly  manna  falls;) 

To       ho  -  ly  con-vo-ca-tions       The  sil  -  ver  trumpet  calls, /Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 
From  this  our  day  of  rest,      ) 
To     spir-its     of  the  blest;  /To  Ho-ly  Ghost  be  praises, 


New  grac-es  ev-er     gaining 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 


Through  ages  joined  in  tune.     Sing    ho-ly,  ho-ly,    ho-ly,       To  the  Great  God  Tri-une. 
The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven,  And  thuson  thee, most  glorious,    A     tri  -  pie  light  was  given. 
With  pure  and  radiant  beams, And    liv-ing  wa-ter  flowing       With  soul-refreshing  streams. 
To    Father  and  to    Son;        The  Church  her  voice  upraises    To  Thee, blest  Three  in  One. 


No.  188. 


SUN  OF  MY   SOUL. 


Francis  Joseph  Haydn.    (1732 — 1809.J    1798. 
Arr.  by  William  Henry  Monk.     iS6i. 


1.  Sun     of    my  soiil,Thou  Saviour  dear, 

2.  When  the  soft  dews   of     kindly  sleep 

3.  A   -  bide  with  nie  from  morn  till  eve, 

4.  If      some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 

5.  Watch  liy  the  sick  :   en  -  ricli   the  poor 

6.  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 


It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near: 
My  wearied  eyelids  gent  -  ly  steep, 
For  Avithout  Tliee    I       can  -  not  live ; 

Have  spurned, to-day,the  voice    di  -  vine ; 

With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store ; 
Ere  thro' tlic  world  our   way    we  take; 


O  may  no  earth-born  cloud  a  -  rise 
Be  my  last  thought, how  sweet  to  rest 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigli. 

Now,  Ijord, the  gracious  work  lie -gin; 
Be    ev- erv  mourner's  sleep  to-night. 

Till,  in    the     o  -  cean    of    Thy  love. 


To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 
For -ev-er     on       my  Saviour's  breast. 
ForAvithout  Thee       I    dare     not  die. 
Let  him    no  more     lie  down    in    sin. 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure    and  light. 
We  lose  ourselves    in  heaAcn  a  -  bove. 


No.  189, 


AM  I    A  SOLDIER  OF  THE  CROSS. 


George  Frederick  HandeL    (1685—1759,) 

fa 


1.  Am      I      a   soldier       of  the  cross,     A    follower  of     the  Lam))?   And  shall  I 

2.  Must  I    be  carried      to  the  skies    On   Howery  beds  of     ease,    While  others 

3.  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to    face?  Must    I   not  stem  the  tlood?      Is    this  vile 

4.  Sure   I  must  tight,  if  I  would  reign ;  Increase  my  courage.  Lord ;      I'll  bear  the 

5.  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war,  Shall  conquer  though  tliev  die ;  They  view  the 

6.  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise,  And  all  Thine  armies  shine      lu  robes  of 


I     tJ  "    '    '    r 

fear    to    own  Iliseause,  Or  blush  to  speak  His  name?    Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 
tnuglit  to  win  the  prize,  And  sailed  through  bloody  sea's?  And  sailed  through  bloodv  seas? 
world  a  friend  to  grace,    To  help  me    on      to    God?     To  help  me  on   to  God? 
toil,   en -dure  the  pain,  Sup-poit-ed    by  Thy  word,    Sup-port-ed    l)y  Thy  word, 
triumph  from  a  -  far.    And  seize  it  with  their  eye.      And  seize  it  with  tlieir  eve. 
victory  through  the  skies,  The  glory  shall  be  Thine,    The  glo  -  rv  shall  lie  Thine. 


.a^ 


No.  190. 


LET   THERE   BE    LIGHT  I 


Lowell  Mason. 


-18720 


1.  Thou,  whose  al-iiiighty  Word  Chaos  and  darkness  heard,  And  took  theirflight:    Hear  us,    we 

2.  Thou,    who  didst  corns    tobrius  On  Thy  re  -  deeming  wing    Healinii;  and  sight,  Health    to    the 

3.  Spir    -     it     of  truth  and  love,  Life-giving,  ho  -  ly^Dove,  Speed  forth  Thy  tiight :  Move  o'er  the 

4.  Bless  -    ed  and  Ho- ly  Three,   Glo- ri  -  ous  Trin  -  i  -  ty,     Wisdom, Love, Might;  Boundless  as 


^^ 
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-ii?— t?- 


F 


humbly  pray,  And  where  the  Gospel's  day  Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray.  "I>et  there  bo  light !' 
sick  in  mind,  Sight  to  the  in  -  ly  blind,  O,  now  to  all  mankind '^Let  theie  be  light !' 
water's  face.  Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace.  And  in  earth's dai'kest  place  "I>et  there  be  light  I' 
ocean's   tide,  Rolling     in   fullest  jiride.  Through  the  world,  far  and  wide,    "Let  there  be  light !' 


No.  191.       JESUS,  WHERE'ER  THY  PEOPLE  MEET.     L.M. 


Lowell  Mason.    2832. 


1.  Je   -   sus,  where'er  Thy    ]K'M-]ile  meet,  There  they  lie -hold  Thy    luer-ey-seat  ; 

2.  For  Thou,  within     no    walls  conliiied.     In  -  hub -it  -est     the    humble  mind ; 

3.  Dear  Shepherd  of    Thy  cho-sen  lew,    Thy    lor-nier    mer-cies  here    re -new; 

4.  Here  may  we  prove  the  power  of  i^rayer  To  strens'then  faith, and  sweeten    eare, 

5.  Lord,  we  are  few,  but  Thou  art  near;  Nor  short  Thine  arm, nor  deaf  Thine  ear: 


Wher  -  e'er  they  seek  Thee,Thou  art  found,  And     ev  -  ery  place   is   hallowed  ground. 
Such     ev  -  erbrinaThee  where  they  come,  And  go  -  ing,  take  Thee    to  their  home. 
Here      to     our  wait- ing  hearts  i^roelaim   The  sweetness    of    Thy    saving    name. 

To    teach  oin' faint    de  -  sires    to  rise,     And  bring  all  heaven  be -fore  our    eyes. 

O    rend  the  heaveus,come  quickly  down.  And  make  a  thousand  hearts  Thine  own. 


No.  192.  The  Christian  Farewell. 

1  Thy  presence,  everlasting  God, 

Wide  o'er  all  nature  spreads  abroad; 
Thy  watchful  eyes,  which  cannot  sleep, 
In  every  place  Thy  children  keep. 

2  While  near  each  other  we  remain, 

Thou  dost  our  lives  and  souls  sustain  ; 
When  absent.  Thou  dost  make  us  share 
Thy  smiles,  thy  counsels,  and  Thy  care. 

3  To  Thee  we  all  our  ways  commit. 

And  seek  our  comforts  at  Thy  feet; 
Still  on  our  souls  vouchsafe  to  shine. 
And  guard  and  guide  us  still  as  Thine. 
Rev.  Philip  Doddridge. 


No.  193.   With  Tearful  Eyes. 

1  With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around ; 

Life  seems  a  dark  and  stormy  sea; 
Yet  'midst  the  gloom  I  hear  a  sound, 
A  heavenly  whisper,  "Come  to  me!" 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest — 

It  tells  nie  where  my  soul  may  flee; 
Oh!  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed. 
How  sweet  the  bidding,  "Come  to  me. 

3  Come,  for  all  else  must  fall  and  die, 

Isarth  is  no  resting-place  for  tliee; 

Heavenward  direct  thy  weeping  eye; 

I  am  thy  portion,  "  Come  to  me." 


No.  194.  He  Wills. 

1  He  wills  that  I  should  holy  lie : 

That  holiness  I  long  to  feel ;     , 
That  full  divine  conformity 
To  all  my  Saviour's  righteous  will. 

2  See,  Lord,  the  travail  of  Thy  soul 

Accomplished  in  the  change  of  mine; 
And  plunge  me,  every  whit  made  whole. 
In  all  the  depths  of  love  divine. 

3  On  Thee,  O  God,  my  soul  is  stayed. 

And  waits  to  prove  Thine  utmost  will 
The  promise  by  Thy  mercy  made, 
Thon  canst.  Thou  wilt,  in  me  fultil. 


No.  195.   Tis  by  the  Faith. 

1  'Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come. 
We  walk  thro'  deserts  dark  as  night; 

Till  we  arrive  at  heaven,  our  home, 
Faith  is  our  guide,  and  faith  our  light. 

2  The  want  of  sight  she  well  supplies; 
She  makes  the  ]iearly  gates  appear; 

Far  into  distant  \\'()rlds  slu'  i)ries, 
And  brings  eternal  gloru^s  near. 

3  Cheerful  we  tread  the  desert  through, 
While  faith  inspires  a  heavenly  iii>  ; 

Thoug'h  lions  roar  and  tempests  blow, 
And  rocks  and  dangers  1:11  the  way. 


No.  196.         IN   THE   CROSS   OF  CHRIST.     8s  &  7s. 


Ithamar  Conkey.    (1815 — 1S67.)    1851. 


^1^ 


^m. 
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In       the  cross    of 
When  the  woes   of 
When  the  sun     of 
Bane  and  bless-ing, 
In  •    the  cross    of 


I 

Christ  I  glo  -  ry, 
life  o'ertake  nie, 
bliss  is  beaming 
pain  and  pleasure, 
Christ    I     glo  -  ry, 


^- 


Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  an  -  noy, 
Light  and  love  up  -  on  my  way, 
By  the  cross  are  sac  -  ri  -  ficed ; 
Towering  o'er    the  wrecks  of     time; 


J^ 


All    the  light     of     sa    -    cred  sto-ry 

Nev  -  er    shall    the  cross       forsake  me; 

Fi-om  the  cross    the     radiance  streaming 

Peace  is    there,  that  knows  no    measure, 

Ail    the  light     of     sa    -    cred  sto-ry 


Gath-ers  round  its  head  sub -lime. 
Lo,  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 
Adds  more  lus  -  tre  to  the  clay. 
Joys  that  through  all  time  a  -  bide. 
Gath-ers  round  its  head  sub -lime. 


No.  197. 


Invocation. 


1  Saviour !  visit  Thy  plantation ; 

Grant  us.  Lord,  a  gracious  rain ; 
All  will  come  to  desolation, 
L'nless  Thou  return  again. 

2  Keep  no  longer  at  a  distance — 

Shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
Lest,  for  want  of  Thine  assistance. 
Every  plant  should  droop  and  die. 

3  Let  our  mutual  love  be  fervent. 

Make  us  prevalent  in  prayers; 
Let  each  one,  esteemed  Thy  servant, 
Shun  the  world's  enticing  snares. 

4  Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power; 

Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh  ; 
And  begin  from' this  good  hour, 
To  revive  Thy  work  afresh. 


No.  198.    Before  the  Throne. 

1  Hark  the  sound  of  holy  voices, 

chanting  at  the  crvstal  sea, 
Hallclujali.  Hallelujah, 
Hallciujah!  Lord,  to  Thee. 

2  Multitude,  which  none  can  number. 

Like  the  staix  in  glf>ry  stand. 
Clothed  in  white  api)an'l,  holdiiig 
Palms  of  victory  in  their  hand. 


No.  199.     Upon  the  Waters. 

1  Ca.st  thy  bread  upon  the  waters. 

Thinking  not  'tis  thrown  away; 
God  Himself  saith.  thou  shalt  gather 
It  again  some  future  day. 

2  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters ; 

Wildly  though  the  billows  roll. 
They  but  aid  thee  as  thou  toilest 
Truth  to  spread  from  pole  to  pole. 


No.  200.    Christian  Children. 

1  We  are  little  Christian  children  ; 

We  can  run,  and  talk,  and  play ; 
The  great  (iod  of  earth  and  heaven 
Alade,  and  keeps  us  every  day. 

2  We  are  little  Christian  children  ; 

Christ,  the  Son  of  (^od  Most  High, 
With  His  precious  blood  redeemed  us. 
Dying  that  we  might  not  die. 

3  We  are  little  Christian  children; 

God  the  Holy  Ghost  is  here. 
Dwelling  in  our  hearts,  to  make  us 
Kind  and  holy,  good  and  dear. 

4  We  arc  littl(>  Cliristian  children, 

Saved  l)y  lliin  who  loved  ns  most ; 
We  believe  in  (Jod  .Mmighty, 
Father,  Son  and  Holy  (ihost. 

Jlrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 


162 


No.  201. 


WHERE    IS    THY    REFUGE? 


"  IVkat  is  a  man  pro  filed,  if  he  shall  gain  the  whole  world,  and  lose  his  own  soul  ?" 
Fanny  J.  Crosbv.  S.  J.  Vail. 

c-ft   M  •    N ^ K f^ — i-T — f^ ^- 1-^ — — *-f — I— — f*! • — -d 1  '\  -«- .  -*— |- 


I.  Say,  where  is    thy    ref  -  uge,  my  broth-er,  And  what  is    thy  prospect   to  -  day  ? 


•-E \ H-r— W^ 1 *— — • — -^-^  -^— d— 3 — * •-.— • # *- 


Why  toil   for  the  wealth  that  will  per  -  ish,  The  treasures  that  rust  and  de  -  cay? 


O,  think   of  thy  soul,  that  for  -  ev  -  er     Must  live   on     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty's   shore. 


I 0  _i_^_i_« 0 C_X_« 0 0 


When  thou   in    the  dust   art   for  -  got  -  ten,  When  pleasure  can  charm  thee  no  more. 

Chorus. 


jT-^'A- — I  - — ■ ^—^ — J-^—^-i — ^ — • — 4 ' — # 


'Twill  prof-  it  thee  nothing,  but  fear-ful    the  cost,     To  gain  the  whole  world,  if  thy 

y|  i^zT£P=t=±=5=pzl=r3it=t=tziit      -      -       -     -      - 


§!!#' 


zz^ 


-g— w- 


:U=:U: 


0- — 0 0- — 0 — tr 


soul  should  be    lost!    To     gain    the  whole  world,  if    thy     soul  should  be     lost! 


2  The  Master  is  calling  thee,  brother, 
In  tones  of  compassion  and  love, 
To  feel  that  sweet  rapture  of  pardon, 

And  lay  up  thy  treasure  above : 
O,  kneel  at  the  cross  where  He  suffered, 

To  ransom  thy  soul  from  the  grave  ; 
The  arm  of  His  mercy  will  hold  thee. 
The  arm  that  is  mighty  to  save. — Cko. 
By  permission  of  Biglovv  &  Main  Co.,  owners  of  copyright. 


The  summer  is  waning,  my  brother. 

Repent,  ere  the  season  is  past ; 
God's  goodness  to  thee  is  extended, 

As  long  as  the  day-beam  shall  last  ; 
Then  slight  not  the  warning  repeated 

With  all  the  bright  moments  that  roll. 
Nor  say,  when  the  harvest  is  ended, 

That  no  one  hath  cared  for  thy  soul.  C/w. 


No.  202. 


O    COULD  I  SPEAK.     C.  P.  M. 


Arr.  irom  Ivlc.'zart  by  Lowell  Mason. 


-1872.)    1836. 


1.  O     could    T      speak  the  match -less  worth,        ()    could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 

2.  I'd   sing-  the    precious    blood     He    spilt,        My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

3.  I'd   sing  the    char  -  ac  -  ters      He  bears,      And  all  tlie  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

4.  Well,  the  de  -  light  -  ful     day  will  comeWhen  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 


Whicli  in  my  Saviour  shine,I'd  soar,and  touch  the  heavenly  strings.  And  vie  with  Gabriel 
Of  sin  and  wrath  divine;  I'd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness.   In  which  all  perfect, 

Ex-alt-ed  on  His  throne ;  In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise,   I  woiild  to  ev  -  er- 
And  I  shall  see  His  face ;  Then  with  my  Saviour,Brother,Friend, A   blest    e  -  ter  -  ui- 
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while  he  sings      In     notes  al  -  most  di- vine.       In  notes  al- most 

heavenly  dress     My     soul  shall  ev  -  er  shine.     My  soul  shall  ev 

last  -  ing  days    Make    all     His  glories  known, ]\Iake  all    His  glo 

ty      I'lisi)end,  Tri  -  umphant  in  His  grace,    Tri-umj)hant  in 


di- 

er 
ries 
His 


I 
•  vine, 
shine, 
known, 
grace. 


No.  203.     Verzage  Nicht. 

1  Fear  not,  O  little  flock,  the  foe 
Who  madly  s  nks  your  overthrow. 

Dread  not  his  rage  and  power: 
What  though  your  courage  sometimes 

faints. 
His  seeming  triumph  o'er  God's  saints 

Lasts  but  a  little  hour. 

2  As  true  as  God's  own  word  is  true. 
Not  earth  nor  licll  with  all  tlieir  crew 

Against  us  shall  ])revail. 
A  jest  and  l)yword  are  they  grown  : 
(!od  is  with  "us ;    we  are  his  own  ; 

Our  victory  cannot  fail. 

3  Amen,  Lord  Jesiis,  grant  our  prayer! 
(Jreat  Captain,   now   Thine  arm  make 

Figlit  for  us  once  again  !  [bare; 

So  shall  Thy  saints  and  martyrs  raise 
A  mighty  i-horns  to  Thy  i)raise. 

World  withont  end. 

(iustaviis  A<1ol|ilius. 


No.  204.    Desiring  to  Love. 

1  f )  love  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art ! 
AVhen  shall  I  rind  mv  willing  heart 

All  taken  u]>  by  Tliee? 
I  thii'st,  and  faint,  and  die  to  ])rove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love. 

The  love  of  ("hrist  to  nu'. 

2  Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  ujisearchable; 

The  first-1)orn  sons  of  light 
In  vain  desire  its  depths  to  see; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

Tlie  length,  and  breadth,  and  height. 

3  (»od  only  knows  the  love  of  God; 
0  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  ])oor,  stony  heart ! 
For  love  1  sigh,  for  "love  1  ))ine; 
Thisoidy  i)ortion,  Lord,  be  mine, 

lie  mine  this  Itetter  part. 

ReV.  Charli-s  Wesley. 
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No.  205. 


THE  SOUL'S    CRY    ANSWERED.     L.  M. 


Come  unto  me.' 


Daniel  Read. 


tfi    -      -      -  tf 

I.  Show     pit  -  y,    Lord  !    O    Lord,  for  -  giv 


re  -  pent  -  ing  reb  -  el     live  ; 


May     not    a      sin  -   ner  trust    in     Thee? 


E^:EEE 


2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  gloiy  of  Thy  grace  ; 
Great  God  !  Thy  nature  hath  no  bound ; 
So  let  Thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

3  O  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ; 


Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes, 

4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess. 
Against  Thy  law,  against  Thy  grace  ; 
Lord,  should  Thy  judgment  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemned,  but  Thou  art  clear. 


No.  206.    The  Sins  of  Men. 

1  Arise,  my  tenderest  thoitglits,  arise ; 
To  torrents  melt,  my  streaming  eyes; 
And  then,  my  heart,  with  anguish  feel 
Those  evils  whieh  tlioii  canst  not  heal. 

2  See  human  nature  sunk  in  shame; 
See  sc-andals  jionred  on  .Josus'  name; 
The  Father  wounded  thro'  the  Son  ; 
The  world  abused,  the  soul  undone. 

3  My  God,  I  feel  the  mournful  scene ; 
My  spirit  yearns  o'er  dying  men  ; 
And  fain  my  pity  would  reclaim 

And  snatch  the  fiVel:)rands  from  the  flame. 

4  But  feeble  my  compassion  proves, 
And  can  but  weep  where  most  it  loves; 
Thy  own  all-saving  arm  employ, 
And  turn  these  drops  of  grief  to  joy. 

Rev.  Philip  Doddridge. 

No.  207.    Vision  of  Dry  Bones. 

1  Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye : 
See  Adam's  race  in  ruin  lie; 

Sin  spreads  its  trophies  o'er  the  ground. 
And  scatters  slaughtered  heaps  around. 

2  And  can  these  mouldering  corpses  live? 
And  can  these  perished  bones  revive? 
That,  mighty  (iod,  to  Thee  is  known  ; 
That  V  ondrous  work  is  all  Thine  own. 


No.  208.     Come,  Sacred  Spirit! 

1  Come,  Sacred  Spirit,  from  above. 
And  till  the  coldest  heart  with  love; 
Soften  to  flesh  the  nigged  stone. 

And  let  Thy  god-like  power  be  known. 

2  Speak  Thou,   and   from  the   haughtiest 

eyes 
Shall  floods  of  pious  sorrow  rise ; 
While  all  their  glowing  .souls  are  borne 
To    seek    that    grace   which    now    they 

scorn. 

.3  O  let  a  holy  flock  await. 
Numerous  aroirnd  Thy  temple-gate, 
Each  pressing  on  with  zeal  to  be 
A  living  sacrifi<-e  to  Thee. 

Rev.  Philip  Doddridge. 


No.  209.     Hopingfor  a  Revival. 

1  While  I  to  grief  my  soul  gave  way, 

To  see  the  work  of  (Jod  decline, 
^rethought  I  heard  the  Savif)ur  say, 
"Dismiss  thy  fears,  the  ark  is  Mine. 

2  Thougli  for  a  time  I  hide  >[y  face, 

Rely  upon  My  love  and  ])ower; 
Still  wrestle  at  a  throne  of  grace, 
And  wait  for  a  reviving  hour." 

Rev.  John  Xowton. 
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No.  210. 


NEW  HAVEN.     6s  &  4s. 


Ray  Palmer. 


''^  Have  faith  in  God." 

-I l-r  -I- 


\-A- 


Dr.  T.  Hastings. 


^i 


My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-vary, 
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Saviour 
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di-vine  !  Now  hear  me 
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vvhile  I  pray,  Take  all  my  guilt  a  -  way, 
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let   me  from  this  day    Be    wholly  Thine. 
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May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire : 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O,  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be— 

A  living  fire. 


3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  Thou  my  guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day  ; 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 


No.  211. 


SAVIOUR,  I   LOOK   TO   THEE. 


1  Saviour,  I  look  to  Thee, 
Be  not  Thou  far  from  me, 

'Mid  storms  that  lower : 
On  me  Thy  care  bestow. 
Thy  loving  kindness  show, 
Thine  arms  around  me  throw. 

This  trying  hour. 


2  Saviour,  I  look  to  Thee, 
Feeble  as  infancy, 

Gird  up  my  heart  : 
Author  of  life  and  light. 
Thou  hast  an  arm  of  might. 
Thine  is  the  sovereign  right. 
Thy  strength  impart. 

Thomas  Hastings. 


No.  212.     SAFE  FROM  EVERY  HARM.  C.  M. 

Haveegal. 
*'  Every  day  will  I  bless  thee" 


I.  Preserved  by  Thine  almighty  arm,  Serene  and  safe  from  every  harm, 

I  passed  the  shades  of  night ;  And  see  returning  light. 


2  While  many  spent  the  night  in  sighs. 
And  restless  pains  and  woes, 
In  gentle  sloop  I  closed  my  eyes, 
And  undisturbed  repose. 


3  Oh,  let  the  same  almighty  care 
My  waking  hours  attend. 
From  every  danger,  every  snare. 
My  heedless  steps  defend. 
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No.  213. 


RETREAT.     L.  M. 


"  Pray  without  ceasing." 


Dr.  T.  Hastings. 


1.  From    ev   -  'ry    storm  y    wind  that  blows.  From  ev 

2.  There    is         a  place,  where  Je  -  sus  sheds    The     oil 


'rj'   swell-ing  tide     of  woes, 
of    glad-ness  on     our  heads  ; 
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There     is        a    calm, 
A     place  than  all 


*-* 


a      sure     re-treat ;    'Tis 
besides  more  sweet, — It 
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found    be-neaththe    mer  -  cy-seat. 
is       the  blood-bought  mer-cy  •  seat. 
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3  There  is  a  scene,  where  spirits  blend, 
Where    friend    holds    fellowship    with 

friend ; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 


No.  214.    Star  of  Bethlehem. 

1  When  marshaled  on  the  nightly  plain. 

The  glittering  host  bestucl  the  sky, 
One  star  alone  of  all  the  train 
Can  tix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

2  Hark,  hark !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks 

From  every  host,  from  every  gem ; 
But  one  alone  the  Saviour  speaks, 
It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

3  Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode. 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was  dark. 
The  ocean  yawned,  and  rudely  blowed 
The  wind  that  tossed  my  foundering 
bark. 

4  Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze ; 

Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem : 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose. 
It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

5  It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all. 

It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  cease ; 
And,   through   the  storm  and    danger's 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace,     [thrall, 

6  Now  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 

I'll  sing,  fii-st  in  night's  diadem, 
For  ever  and  for  evermore. 
The  Star,  the  Star  of  Betlilehem. 

Henry  Kirke  White. 


4  There,  there  on  eagles'  wings  we  soar, 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more ; 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to 

greet. 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

Hugh  Stowell. 


No.   215.    Quae  Stella  Sole  Pulchrior. 

1  What  star  is  this,  Avlth  beams  so  bright. 
Which  shame  the  sun's  less  radiant  light  '• 
It  shines  to  announce  a  new-born  King, 
Glad  tidings  of  our  God  to  bring. 

2  'Tis  now  fulfilled  what  God  decreed, 
"  From  Jacob  shall  a  star  proceed: " 
And  lo,  the  Eastern  sages  stand, 

To  read  in  heaven  the  Lord's  command. 

3  O  Jesus,  while  the  star  of  grace 
Invites  us  now  to  seek  Thy  face. 
May  we  no  more  that  grace  repel. 

Or  quench  that  light  which  shines  so  well. 
Prof.  Charles  Coffin. 


No.  216.     God's  Unspeakable  Glory. 

1  Come,  O  my  soul,  in  sacred  lays 
Attempt  thy  great  Creator's  praise: 

But  O,  what  tongue  can  speak  His  fame? 
What  mortal  verse  can  reach  the  theme? 

2  Enthroned  amid  the  radiant  spheres, 
He  glory  like  a  garment  wears. 

To  form  a  rolie  of  light  divine, 

Ton  thousand  suns  around  Him  shine. 
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No.  217. 


AZMON.     C.  M. 
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From  Glasek. 


I.  Come,  let     us     join     our     cheerful  songs        With     an. 
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els  round  the  throne 
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Ten   thousand  thou  -  sand  were  their  tongues,  And 
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all  their  joys      are      one. 
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"Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 

"  To  be  exalted  thus  : "' 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 

"  For  He  was  slain  for  us. ' 

Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honor  and  power  divine  ; 


And  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  forever  Thine. 

4  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 
To  bless  the  sacred  Name 
Of  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne. 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. — Wesley. 


No.  218.        Speak  Gently. 

1  Speak  gently:  it  is  better  far 

To  rule  by  love  than  fear; 
Speak  gently:  let  no  harsh  word  mar 
The  good  we  may  do  here. 

2  Speak  gently  to  the  little  child  : 

Its  love  lie'  sure  to  gain  ; 
Teaeli  it  in  accents  soft  and  mild ; 
It  may  not  long  remain. 

No.  219.      Christ  a  Pattern. 

1  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 
"How  sweet  the  lily  grows ! 
How  sweet  the  breath  beneath  the  hill 
( )f  Sharon's  dewy  rose ! 

■;  Li>,  such  tlie  child  whose  early  feet 
Tlu-  i)atiis  of  })eacc  have  trod; 
Whose  secret  heart,  with  intlueuce  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

No.  220.   Shepherd  of  Israel. 

1  Sbcplierd  of  Israel,  from  above 

Thy  feeble  flock  behold; 
And  never  let  us  lose  Thy  love, 
Nor  wander  from  Thy  fold. 

2  Thou  wilt  not  cast  Thy  lambs  away; 

Tliy  hand  is  ever  near, 
To  jiiiide  them  lest  they  go  astray, 
And  keep  them  safe  from  tear. 
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No.  221.    Hail,  Sacred  Truth. 

1  Hail,  sacred  truth,  whose  piercing  rays 

Dispel  the  shades  of  night; 
Diffusing,  o'er  the  mental  world, 
The  healing  beams  of  light. 

2  Jesus,  Thy  word,  with  friendly  aid, 

Restores  our  wandering  feet; 
Converts  the  sorrows  of  the  mind 
To  joys  divinely  sweet. 

No.  222.    The  Story  Handed  Down. 

1  Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds, 
Which  God  performed  of  old ; 
Which  in  our  younger  years  we  saw, 
And  which  our  fathers  told. 

'1  He  bids  us  make  His  glories  known. 
His  works  of  ])owcr  and  grace; 
And  we'll  convey  His  Avonders  down 
Through  every  rising  race. 

No.  223.      Humble  Service. 

1  Sc<irn  not  the  slightest  word  or  deed. 
Nor  deem  it  void  of  power; 
'I'iicre's  fruit  in  each  wind-wafted  seed. 
That  waits  its  natal  hour. 

'1  A  whis]ier(Ml  word  may  touch  th(>  heart 
.Vnd  call  it  liack  to  life: 
.\  look  of  love  bid  sin  depart, 
.Vnd  still  unholy  strife. 


No.  224. 
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TRUST  HIM   ON   THE   FOAMY   SEA. 


■  A  nd  there  7vas  a  calm?' 


Philip  Phillips, 
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1.  Trust  in     God,   for    ev-ery    blessing,       Trust  in     God     from  day  to      day; 

2.  God  will    nev  -  er    fail  His     children,        If    His  prom  -  ise  they  be-  lieve  ; 
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When  the  storm  -  y     tem-pest    rag  -  es. 
In     the    pre  -  cious  name  of    Je  -  sus 


(a U— - 


Go,    by      sim    -   pie   faith,  and   pray. 
All   we      ask,      we   shall   re  -   ceive. 
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Chorus. 
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Trust   Him  while     He   gives  you  breath.    Trust  Him     in 


the   vale     of    death, 
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Trust  Him  on       the 


foam 


sea,      Trust  Him  thro'  e 
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3  Are  the  ties  of  earthly  friendship 
Crushed  and  broken,  one  bv  one? 
Trust  in  God,  and  say,  rejoicin<?. 

Lord,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done  ! — C/io. 


4  Trust  in  God,  the  Rock  of  Ages, 
Then  thy  feet  shall  stand  secure  ; 
Bear  thy  cross  without  repining. 
Patient  to  the  end  endure. — C/io. 


No.  225. 


DESIRED    OF   ALL   NATIONS. 


1  Come,  Thon  long-exiieoted  Jesus, 

Born  to  set  Thy  people  free : 
From  our  fears  and  sins  release  us, 
Let  ns  find  onr  rest  in  Thee. 

2  Israel's  Strength  and  Consolation, 

Hope  of  all  the  earth  Tlioii  art; 
Dear  Desire  of  every  nation, 
Joy  of  every  long-ing  heart. 


3  Born  Tliy  people  to  deliver, 

Born  a' Child,  and  yet  a  King, 
Born  to  reign  in  us  for  ever, 
No^v  Thy  gracious  kingdom  bring. 

4  By  Thine  own  eternal  Spii'it, 

Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone; 
By  Thine  all-sufficient  merit, 
Raise  us  to  Thy  glorious  throne. 

Rev.  Charles  We.sley 


169 


No.  226. 


HEAR    MY    CRY. 

^'' Hear  my  cry^ 


Philip  Phillips. 


1.  Son     of  Da  -  vid,  hear  my  cry  !  Saviour,  do  not  pass  me    by  ;  Touch  these  eyelids  veiled  in  night. 


2  Though  the  proud  my  voice  would  still, 
They  may  chide  me  if  they  will, 

Yet  the  more  I'll  pray  for  grace. 
Only  here  shall  be  my  place. 
Son  of  David,  hear  my  cry  ! 
Saviour,  do  not  pass  me  by. 

3  Though  despised  by  all  but  Thee, 
Thou  a  blessing  hast  for  me  ; 
Faith  and  prayer  can  never  fail. 
Lord,  with  Thee  1  jnust  prevail. 
Son  of  David,  hear  my  cry  ! 
Saviour,  do  not  pass  me  by. 

4  Glorious  vision  !  heavenly  ray  ! 
All  my  gloom  has  passed  away  ; 
Now  my  joyful  eye  doth  see, 
And  my  soul  still  clings  to  Thee ; 
Thine  the  glory  evermore. 
Mine  to  worship  and  adore. 


No.  227.  THE    PILGRIM'S   GUIDE. 


1  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah  I 

Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land. 
I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty. 

Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand. 
Bread  of  heaven.  Bread  ot  heaven. 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain. 

Whence  the  healing  waters  flow ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through: 
Strong  Deliverer,  Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  Tnou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 
Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current, 

Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side : 
Songs  of  praises.  Songs  of  praises, 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee.— William  Williams. 


No.  228. 


LEBANON.      S.  M. 

"  /  am  the  good  Shepherd." 


J.  ZUNDEL. 
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I.  I     was     a  wand'ring 

sheep, 
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did    not  love  the 
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I  would  not  be     con -trolled; 
1    loved    a  -  far      to      roam. 
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I     was      a     wayward  child. 
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2  The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep. 

The  Father  sought  His  child  : 
Thev  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild  : 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death. 

Famished,  ami  faint,  and  lone  ; 
They  bourul  me  with  the  bands  of  Jove, 

They  saved  the  wandering  oaa. 


3  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul, 
'Twas  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood, 

'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole  : 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep, 
'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 

'Tis  lie  that  still  doth  keep.— Bonar. 


X7Q 


COME  TO  JESUS;   HE  WILL  SAVE  YOU  NOW. 

No     2Z9  "  Come  unto  Me  and  be  ye  saved" 

Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
Soi.o.  , 
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I.  Come,  ev    -    'ry    soul     by        sin        op  -  press'd,  There's  mer  -  cy      with    the      Lord; 
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And       He       will  sure   -   ly      give       you   rest,         By      trust   -   ing    in       His      word. 

Chorus. 
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Come 


to      Je    -    sus,    come       to      Je   -   sus,       Come      to 
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He        will  save       you,     He        will    save    you.  He        will  save    you         now. 
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will  save       you.     He        will    save    you, 
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2  Yes,  Jesus  is  the  Truth,  the  way 
That  leads  )'Ou  into  rest ; 
Believe  in  Him  without  delay. 
And  you  are  fully  blest. — Choiits. 


3  Come,  then,  and  join  this  holy  band, 
And  on  to  glory  go  ; 
To  dwell  in  that  celestial  land, 

Where  joys  immortal  flow. — Chorus. 


No.  230. 


"NINETY  AND    NINE. 


1  Theue  were  ninety  and  nine  that  safely  lay 

In  the  shelter  of  the  fold. 
But  one  was  out  on  the  hills  away. 

Far  off  from  the  gates  of  gold — 
Away  on  the  mountains  wild  and  bare. 
Away  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care. 

2  "  Lord,  Thou  hast  here  Thy  ninety  and  nine: 

Are  they  not  enough  for  Thee? " 
But  the  Shepherd  made  answer:  "This  of 
mine. 

Has  wandered  away  from  me  : 
And  although  the  road  be  rough  and  steej) 
I  go  to  tlie  desert  to  find  my  sheep," 


But  none  of  the  ransomed  ever  knew 
How  deep  were  the  waters  crossed  ; 
How  dark  the  night  the  Lord  passed  thro' 
Ere  He  found  His  sheep  that  was  lost. 
Out  in  the  desert  He  heard  its  cry- 
Sick  and  helpless,  and  ready  to  die. 

But  all  thro'  the  mountains,  thunder-riven, 

And  up  from  the  rocky  steep. 
There  rose  a  cry  to  the  gate  of  heaven, 

"  Rejoice  !  I  have  found  my  sheep  !" 
And  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne, 
"  Rejoice,   for   the    Lord    brings  back   His 
own!"  Chaplaine. 
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No.  231.       AWAKE,  AND    SING-   THE   SONG.     S.  M. 

Isaac  Smith.    X770. 


A    -   wake,  and  sing    the  song 

Sing      of      His    dy  -  ing  love; 

Sing     till      we    feel     our  hearts 

Sing     on    your  heavenly  way. 

Soon  shall    ye    hear  Him  say. 


r 

Of  Mo  -  ses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Sing     of      His      ris    -     ing       power; 

As-cend-ing   with       our   tongues; 

Ye  ransomed  sin  -  ners,  sing; 
'Ye   bless  -  ed     chil  -  dren,    come;" 


There  shall  our    rap  -  tured  tongue     His    end  -  less  praise      pro  -  claim, 


Wake 

Sing 

Sing 

Sing 

Soon 

And 
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ev  -  ery    heart    and    ev    -    ery     tongue,    To  praise    the    Sav  -  ioiir's    name, 

how  He       in    -    ter-eedes        a    -     bove      For  those  whose  sins      He       bore. 

till    the     love      of     sin         de   -   parts.    And  graee      in -spires    our      sOngs. 

on,    re  -   joic  -  ing    ev    -    ery        day        In  Christ   the    eter  -  nal       King, 

will  He      call     you  hence      a     -     way,     And  take     His    wan  -  derers  home, 

sweeter      vol  -    ce  i  swell    the        song       Of  Mo  -  ses    and      the     Lamb. 


No.  232,     A  Holy  God  Worshiped. 

1  Exalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

And  worship  at  His  feet; 
His  nature  is  all  holiness. 
And  mercy  is  His  seat. 

2  When  Israel  was  His  church, 

^^'hen  Aaron  was  His  priest. 
When  Moses  cried,  and  Samuel  prayed. 
He  gave  His  people  rest. 

3  Oft  He  forgave  their  sins. 

Nor  would  destroy  their  race; 
And  oft  He  made  His  vengeance  known 
When  they  abused  His  grace. 

4  Exalt  the  I^ord  our  God, 

Whose  grace  is  still  the  same ; 
Still  He's  a  God  of  holiness. 
And  jealous  for  His  name. 

Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 


No.  233. 


Invocation. 


1  Gome,  Holy  Spirit,  come. 

With  energy  divine, 
And  on  this  pcjor  benighted  soul. 
With  }jeains  of  mercy  shine. 

2  I<>om  the  celestial  hills. 

Light,  life  and  joy  dispense; 
And  may  I  daily,  hourly  feel 
Thy  quickening  influence. 

'.I  O  melt  this  frozen  heart, 

Tliis  stubborn  will  subdue; 
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Each  evil  passion  overcome. 
And  form  me  all  anew. 

4  The  prolit  will  lie  mine. 

But  thine  shall  be  the  praise; 
Cheerful  to  Thee  will  I  devote 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 

Rev.  Benjamin  Beddome. 


^0.  234.    Prayer  for  the  Spirit. 

1  O  for  the  liappy  hour 

When  God  will  hear  our  cry, 
.Vnd  send,  with  a  reviving  power, 
liis  Sjjirit  from  on  high. 

2  We  meet,  we  sing,  we  pray. 

We  listen  to  the  word, 
In  vain — we  see  no  cheering  ray. 
No  cheering  voice  is  heard. 

3  While  many  c-rowd  Thy  house. 

How  few,  around  Thy  boar  ', 

Meet  to  record  their  solemn  vows, 

And  bless  Thee  as  their  Lord. 

4  Thou,  Tliou  alone  canst  give 

Tliy  gospel  sure  success, 
And  bid  the  dying  sinner  live 
Anew  in  holiness. 

5  Come,  witli  Thy  i)ower  divine. 

Spirit  of  life  aiK-l  love; 
Then  sliall  our  jioople  all  be  Thine, 
<  >ur  church  like  that  above. 

Rev.  George  Wa.shingtoii  Betluiiie. 


No.  235. 


DEPTH  OF  MERCY.     7s. 


Ignace  Pleyel.    (1757—1831.)    1800. 


Dcjjth   of    iiier  -  cy,    can  there     lie  Mer  -  cy    still       re-servod   for     me? 

I  havclonj;-    witlistood  His  gra(!e,      Long  pro-voked  Him    to      His    face; 

Kin-dk'd   His       ro  -  lent-ings    are;  Me     He   now      de-lights    to    sjiare; 

Tliere  for    mo      the     Saviour  stands,  Shows  His  \vounds,and  spreads  His  hands; 
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Tan    my   (iod     His  wrath  for -bear?       Me,    the  chief 
AVould  not  hark  -  en       to     His  calls;  Grieved  Him  l)y 
Cries,"  How sliall   I       give  thee    up?"     Lets    the    liit    - 

God     is     love:     I     know,  1       feel;         Je  -  sus  weeps. 
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sm  -  ners,  spare? 
ri     thou -sand  falls, 
■d    thun  -  der    droi). 
ut  loves    me     still. 
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No,  236.  The  Lord's  Courts. 

1  To  Thy.  temple  I  re]iair; 
T.t)rd,  I  love  to  worship  there; 
When  within  the  veil  I  meet 
Christ  before  the  mercy-.seat. 

2  ^^'Ilile  Thy  glorious  praise  is  sung. 
Touch  my  lips,  unloose  my  tongue. 
That  my  joyful  soul  may  liless 
Thee,  the  Lord  my  righteousness. 

o  A\'hile  the  i)rayers  of  saints  ascend, 
<  ;od  of  love,  to  mine  attend  ; 
Hear  me,  for  Thy  Spirit  pleads. 
Hear,  for  .Tesus  intercedes. 

4  Wliile  Thy  ministers  proclaim 
Peace  and  pardon  in  Thy  name, 
Througli  their  voice,  by  faith,  may  I 
Hear  Thee  speaking  from  the  sky. 

5  From  Thy  house  when  T  return, 
May  my  heart  within  me  burn  ; 
And  at  cAening  let  me  say, 

"  I  have  walked  with  (iod  to-day." 

James  Montgomery. 


No.  237.    Redeeming  Love. 

1  Xow  begin  the  heavenly  theme. 
Sing  aloud  in  .Jesus'  name ; 

Ye  who  .Jesus'  kindness  jirove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

2  Ye  who  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face. 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move. 
Praise  and  Ijless  redeeming  love. 

.">  Mourning  souls,  dry  uj)  your  tears; 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears ; 
See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove. 
Canceled  by  redeeming  love. 

4  Welcome,  all  by  sin  opprest, 
Welcome  to  His  sacj'ed  rest ; 
Nothing  brought  Him  from  above. 
Nothing  but  I'edeeming  love. 

.")  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring, 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  string  ; 
Mortals,  join  the  host  above, 
.loin  to  ])raise  redeeming  love. 

Rev.  Martin  Madan. 
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iNo.  238.  LORD,  DISMISS  US.     8s  &c  7s,  6  lines. 

Jean  Jacques  Roussean..  (1712 — 1778.)    1750. 


1.  Lord,  dis-miss  lis   with  Thy  blessing, 

2.  Thanks  we  give,  and     ad  -  o   -  ra-tion, 

3.  So,      wheu-e'er  the     sig-nal's  giv  -  en 


Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 
For  Thy  gos-pel's  joy  -  ful  sound: 
Us    from  earth  to      call      a  -  way. 


Let        us  now,  Thy  love   pos  -ses  -  sing. 
May     the  fruits  of    Thy    sal  -  va-tion 
Borne    on    an  -  gel  wings   to    heav  -  en, 


Ti'i-umph  in       re  -  deem-ing  grace: 
In    our  hearts  and  lives     a -bound; 
Glad    the  summons    to       o  -    bey, 


O  re  -  fresh  iis,  O  re  -  fresh  us, 
May  Thy  pres-ence,May  Thy  pres-ence 
May  we     ev  -  er.    May  we      ev  -  er 


Traveling  through  this  wil-der  -  ness. 
With    us      ev  -   er  -  more  be    found. 
Reign  with  Christ  in    end  -  less    day. 


No.  239.   Prayer  for  Guidance. 

1  Lead  us,  Heavenly  Father,  lead  us 

O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea  ; 
Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  us,  feed  us. 

For  we  have  no  help  lout  Thee ; 
Yet  possessing  every  blessing. 

If  om-  God  our  Father  be. 

2  Saviour,  l)reathe  forgiveness  o'er  us; 

All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know  ; 
Thoil  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us; 

Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  Avoe  ; 
Lone  and  dreary,  faint  and  weary, 

Througli  the  desert  Thou  didst  go. 

3  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending. 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy. 
Love  witli  every  i)assion  blending, 

Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy  ; 
Tluis  ])n)vided,  pardoned,  guided, 

>'otliing  can  oui'  peace  destroy. 

James  Edmeston- 


No.  240.   Ira  Justa  Conditoris. 

1  He,  Who  once  in  righteous  vengeance 

Whelmed  the  Avorld  beneath  the  Hood, 
Once  again  in  mercy  cleansed  it 

With  His  own  most  precious  blood ; 
Coming  from  His  throne  on  high, 
On  the  painful  cross  to  die. 

2  O  the  wisdom  of  the  Eternal ! 

O  its  depth,  and  height  divine! 
O  the  sweetness  of  that  mercy 

Which  in  .Jesus  Christ  did  shine! 
We  were  sinners  doomed  to  die ; 
Jesus  paid  the  penalty. 

3  When  loefore  the  Judge  we  tremble. 

Conscious  of  His  broken  laws, 
i\Iay  the  l)lood  of  His  atonement 

Cry  aloud,  and  plead  our  cause; 
Hid  our  guilty  terrors  cease, 
Be  our  pardon  and  oui-  peace. 

Trauslatea  by  Rev.  Edward  Caewall. 
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No.  241. 


HOW  FIRM  A  FOUNDATION,     lis. 


John  Reading.     (1690 — 1766.)   1760. 


How  fiiiu  a  foun-da-tion,  ye  saints  of  tlie  Lord,  Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  His 
"Fear  ncjt,  I  am  with  thee, ()  be  not  dismayed,  For  I  am  thy  God,  and  will 
"  When  tlirough  the  dee])  waters  I  call  thee  to  go.  The  riv  -  ers  of  Avoe  shall  not 
"  E'en  down  to  old  age,  all  ^ly  peo  -  pie  shall  prove  Mj'  sovereign,e  -  ter  -  nal,  un- 
"  The  soul  that  on  Je-sus  iiatii  leaned  for  repose  I    will    not,  I    will  not    de- 

r2   f  -      1"^^  ^-j-^ 
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excellent  word !  Wliat  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said,   You  who  un-to 

still  give  thee  aid  ;  I'll  strengthen  thee,help  thee,and  cause  thee  to  stand, Upheld  by  My 

thee  o-vertlow;    For    I    will  be  with  thee  thy  trouble  to  bless.    And  sane  -  ti-fy 

changeable  love ;  And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn, Like  lambs  they  shall 

sert  to  his  foes ;  That  soul,though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake,  I'll  never,  no 
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.Te  -  sus  for  ref  -  uge  have  fled  ? 
righteous,om-nip  -  o  -  tent  hand, 
to    thee  thy  deepest    distress, 
still    in    My  bosom 
nev  -  er,   no  nev  -  er 


You  who  un  -  to  Je  -  sus  for  ref  -  uge  have  tied  ? 
Up- held  by  My  righteous,om-nip  -  o  -tent  hand. 

And  sane- ti  -  fy  to  thee  thy  deepest  dis- tress, 
be  borne,  Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  iSIy  bosom  be  borne, 
forsake,     I'll     nev-er,  no   nev  -  er,  no"nev-er    for -sake." 


No.  242.    Longing  for  Rest. 

1  O  had  I,  my  Saviour,  tlie  wings  of  a  dove. 
How  soon  would  I  soar  to  Thy  presence 

above ; 
How  soon  would  I  flee  where  the  weary 

have  rest, 
And  hide  all  my  cares  in  Thy  sheltering 

breast. 

2  I  flutter,  I  struggle,  I  pant  to  get  free ; 

I  feel  me  a  captive  while  banished  from 

Thee : 
A  pilgrim  and  stranger,  the  desert  I  roam. 
And  look  on  to  heaven,  and  long  to  be 

home. 

Rev.  Henry  Francis  Tyte. 


No.  243.    Our  Righteousness. 

1  I  once  was  a  stranger  to  grace  and  to  God, 
I  knew  not  my  danger,  and  felt  not  mv 

load  ; 
Though  friends  spoke  in  rapture  of  Christ 

on  the  tree, 
Jehovah,  my  Saviour,  seemed  nothing  to 

me. 

2  When  free  grace  awoke  me  by  light  from 

on  high. 
Then  legal  fears  shook  me,  I  trembled  to 

die; 
No  refiTge,  no  safety,  in  self  coi;ld  I  see ; 
Jehovah,  Thou  only  my  Saviour  must  be. 
Rev.  Robert  Murray  McCheyne. 
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No,  244.        TAKE   IT   TO   THE   LORD   IN  I^RAYER, 


:  a  Frioul  l/iat  .sticLrth  i-loKcr  than  <i  bnilli:  r." 


-^-H^-i'^— >,-_ 


(".  ('.  CoNVEKSE. 
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I.  What  a   friend  we  have  in 


Je    -     sus, 

_(2 --. 
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All     our  sins  and  griefs  to    bear; 
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Wliat    a     priv  -  i  -  lege  to       car 
D.s.  All     be-cause  we   do   not      car 


ry  Ev  -  'r}'  thing  to    God    in     prayer  ! 

ry  Ev  -  'ry  thing  to    God    in     prayer  ! 


^ 0-- 

0 •- 


-^'h—i ' — I — I — h — I- 


'^ , — 0 ^ p 0 g — r-<9-T r 

1 '—I h h h H b — ' — ' *- 


1-H^— - 


D.S. 


^.^^mm 


Oh,  what  peace  we  of  -  ten      for    -    feit, 

-[- — t^— t?— u— b— ^-^ 

2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged — 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful, 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness — 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


Oh,   what  needless  pains  we  bear, 

I  N 
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No.    245.     Prayer  for  Union. 

1  Hail,  Thou  <  iod  of  gnicc  aiul  glory, 

Who  Thy  nanu'  luist  niagnilled, 
iiy  rodemption's  \\ondr()us  story, 

By  the  Saviour  crucitied  ; 
Thanks  to  Thee  for  every  blessing, 

Flowing  from  the  Fount  of  love; 
Thanks  for  jjrcsent  good  uiu-easing, 

And  i'or  h(j])('S  of  liliss  above. 

2  Hind  Thy  people,  Lord,  in  nnion, 

Witii  the  sevenfold  cord  of  love; 
Hrcjitlie  a  s]urit  of  coninninion 

With  tile  gloi'ious  hosts  al)ove; 
fjc^t  Thy  woi'k  be  S(^en  ])i'ogressing; 

liow  eacli  heart,  and  t)en(l  ea(di  kiuH\ 
Till  tiu'  world,  Thy  truth  possessing, 

Celebrates  its  jut)ilee. 

Kev.  Tli'oMias  William  AvobiiK. 
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Are  we  weak  and  heav)'  laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? 
Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge — 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer  : 
In  His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 


No.   246.   A  Lamp,  and  a  Light. 

1  IIcjw  ]jreeious  is  the  book  di\in(' 

By  inspiration  given  : 
I'right  as  a  laniji  its  doctrines  sliiiH>, 

To  guide  our  souls  to  lu'a\  I'u. 
Its  light,  descending  from  al)()\(', 

Our  gloomy  world  to  cheer. 
Displays  a  Saviour's  boundless  love, 

And  brings  His  glories  near. 

2  It  shows  to  man  liis  wandering  ways. 

And  where  Ills  feet  have  trod  ; 
And  bi'ings  to  \i('w  the  matchless  gi'ace 

Of  a  forgi\ing  (iod. 
Here  the  iledeemer's  welcome  voice, 

Spr(>ads  hea\'enly  peace  around; 
And  life  and  (n'eidastingjoys 

Attend  the  ))lissfnl  soiiiul'. 
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No.  247. 


CHRISTMAS  MORNING.     C.  M. 


"  Glad  tidings  of  great  joy,'' 


gels    rejoiced    and    sweetly  sung,     At    our    Re  -  deemer's  birth ;  Mor  -  tals,    a  -   wake ;  let     ev  -  ery 
«  •  ^-     **  •  ^      J  >  -*-   -*-  •  -V-     _  .    _      -  .  _ 
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Proclaim  His  matchless  worth, 


Proclaim  His  matchless  worth, 
worth 


Pro  -  claim    His,  Proclaim  His  matchless  worth. 
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Pro  -  claim  lis  matchless  worth. 


Pro  -  claim  His  matchless  worth. 


U     I 


2  (Jlory  to  <Jo(l,  who  dwells  on  IuhIi, 

And  sent  His  only  8on 
To  take  a  servant's  form,  and  die 
For  evils  we  had  done. 

3  Good-will  to  men;  ye  fallen  race, 

Ari.se,  and  shont  for  joy ; 
He  conies,  with  rich,  al)onnding  grace 
To  save,  and  not  destroy. 

4  Lord,  send  the  gracious  tidings  forth. 

And  till  the  world  with  light, 
Tliat  Jew,  and  Gentile,  throngh  the  earth. 
May  know  Thy  saving  might. 

Rev.  William  Hum. 

No.  248.   Christmas    Evening. 

1  Wliile  shexiherd's  wat<;hed  tlieir  flocks  by 

All  seated  on  the  gninnd,  [night. 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down, 
And  glory  shone  aronnd. 

2  "Fear  not,"  said  He — for  mighty  dread 

Had  seized  their  tremViling  mind — 
"Glad  tidings  of  great  Joy  I  bring- 
To  you  and  all  mankind. 

8  "All  glory  be  to  (Jod  on  high. 
And  to  theeartli  Ijc  })eace; 
Good-will   henceforth   from  heaven  t(^ 
Jiegin,  and  never  cease!"  [men, 

Nahum  Tate. 

No,  249.    Majestic  Sweetness. 

1  Xo  mortal  can  with  Him  compare. 

Among  the  sons  of  men  ; 
Fairer  is  He  than  all  the  fair 
That  till  the  heavenly  train. 

2  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress, 

He  flew  to  my  relief ; 
For  me  He  bore  the  shameful  cross. 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 


.3  To  Him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath, 
And  all  the  joys  I  have  ; 
He  makes  me  triumijh  over  death. 
He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 

S.  Stennett. 

No.  250.   Breathing  After  Heaven. 

1  Return,  O  God  of  love,  return  ; 

Earth  is  a  tiresome  place: 
How  long  shall  we.  Thy  children,  mourn 
Our  a)>seuce  from  Thy  face? 

2  Let  heaven  succeed  our  painful  years. 

Let  sin  and  sorrow  cease ; 
And,  in  proi)ortion  to  our  tears, 
So  make  our  joys  increase. 

8  Thy  wonders  to  Thy  servants  show, 
^Nlake  Thine  own  work  complete  ; 
Then  shall  our  souls  Thy  glory  know, 
And  own  thy  love  was  great. 

4  Then  shall  we  shine  before  Thv  throne 
In  all  Tliy  l^eauty.  Lord ; 
And  the  poor  service  we  have  done 
jSIeet  a  divine  reAvard. 

Rev.  Isaac  AVatts. 

No.  251.    Riches  of  God's  Word. 

1  Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines  ! 
For  ever  be  Thy  name  adored 
For  these  celesthil  lines. 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustlcss  riches  lind ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant. 
And  la.sting  as  the  mind. 

3  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heavenly  jjeacc  aronnd; 
Andiife  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 
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No.  252.        "WE   LONG   TO   MOVE   IN   THEE.     C.  M. 


1.  We     loug    to  move  and  breathe  in  Thee, 

2.  Thy  death   to    sin     we      die      be -low, 

3.  A   -   bove   we  shall  Thy     glo  -  ry  share, 

4.  Thy  crown  of  thorns  is        all     oiir  boast, 


Thomas  Augustine  Ame.    (1710 — 1778.)    176J. 


In-  spired  with  Thine  own    breath ; 
But    we    shall    rise      in        love; 
As      we.    Thy  cross  have    borne; 
While  now    we     fall       be   -   fore 
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To  live    Thy  life,      O 

AVe  here    are  plant  -  ed 

E'en  we    shall  crowns  of 

The  Fa  -  ther,  Son,    and 


1^ 


Lord,  and   be 
in    Thy  woe, 
or  wear, 
ly  Ghost, 


lion 
Ho  - 


Bap  -  tized    in  -  to     Thy    death. 

But      we  shall  bloom  a'  -   bove. 

When    we    the  thorns  have  worn. 

And      tremble,  love,      a   -   dore. 
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No.  253.   Consolation  in  Sickness. 

1  Sweet  to  look  inward,  and  attend 

The  whispers  of  His  love ; 
Sweet  to  look  upward  to  the  place 
Where  Jesns  pleads  above; 

2  Sweet  to  reflect  how  grace  divine 

My  sins  on  Jesus  laid ; 
Sa\  eet  to  remember  that  His  blood 
My  debt  of  suffering  paid. 

3  If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  stream. 

What  must  the  fountain  be, 
Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  bliss 
Directly,  Lord,  from  Thee ! 

A.  M.  Toplady. 


No.  254.    Praise  to  the  Redeemer. 

1  Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair, 

We  wretched  sinners  lay, 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 
Or  spark  of  glimmering  day. 

2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  grace 

Beheld"  our  helpless  grief; 
He  saw,  and — O  amazing  love! — 
He  ran  to  our  relief. 

3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above, 

With  joyful  haste  He  tied; 
Entered  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh, 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 


4  O  for  this  love,  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lasting  silence  break ; 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Savioui-'s  praises  speak. 

5  Angels,  assist  our  mighty  joys, 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold ; 
But  when  you  raise  your  highest  note, 
His  love  "can  ne'er  "be  told. 

Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 


No.  255.   The  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life. 

1  Thou  art  the  way :    To  Thee  alone 

Fi-om  sin  and  death  we  flee  ; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 
Must  seek  Him,  Lord,  by  Thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth  :    Thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  impart; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind, 
And  XHU-ify  the  heart. 

3  Thou  art  the  Life:     The  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  Thy  conquering  arm, 
And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  Thee, 
Nor  death,  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life ; 

Grant  us  that  Wav  to  know, 
That  Truth  to  keep,"  that  Life  to  win, 
Whose  joj's  eternal  flow. 

Bishop  George  WashiDgton  Doane. 
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No.  256. 


COME,   SAID  JESUS.     7s. 


Xavier  Schnyder  von  Wartensee.    (1786 — ) 


1.  Come,  said    Je  -  sus'    sa  -  cred  voice, 

2.  Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  for -lorn, 

3.  Ye       who,  tossed  on  beds    of    pain, 

4.  Hith  -  er    come,  for  here     is  found 


Come,  and  make  My  paths  your  choice ; 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain; 
Balm    that  flows    for      ev  -   ery  wound, 


I     will  guide  you     to    yovir 
Long  hast  roamed  the  bar  -  ren 
Ye,    by    fierc  -  er      anguish 
Peace  that    ev  -  er   shall    en    - 


home, 
waste, 
torn, 
dure. 


Wea  -  ry     pil-grim,  hith-er  come. 
Wea  -  ry     pil-grim,  hitli-cr  haste. 

In        re-morse   for   guilt  who  mourn. 
Rest       e  -  ter  -  ual,    sa  -  cred,  sure. 


r^ 


No.  257.   Love's  Sweet  Lesson. 

1  Saviour,  teach  me,  day  by  day, 
Love's  sweet  lesson  to  obey ; 
Sweeter  lesson  cannot  be, 
Loving  Him  who  tirst  loved  me. 

2  Teach  me  all  Thy  steps  to  ti'ace. 
Strong  to  follow  in  Thy  gi-aee ; 
Learning  how  to  love  from  Thee, 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

No.  258.  Cast  Thy  Burden. 

1  Cast  thy  burden  upon  the  Lord, 
Only  lean  upon  His  word  ; 

Thou  shalt  soon  liave  cause  to  bless 
His  eternal  faithfulness. 

2  Ever  in  the  raging  storm. 

Thou  shalt  see  His  cheering  form. 
Hear  His  pledge  of  coming  aid: 
"It  is  I,  be  not  afraid." 

.3  Cast  thy  burden  at  His  feet ; 
Linger  at  His  mercy-seat : 
He  will  lead  thee  by  the  hand 
Gently  to  the  better  land. 

Rev.  Rowland  Hill. 
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No.  259.  The  Penitent  Pardoned. 

1  Sovereign  Ruler,  Lord  of  all. 
Prostrate  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
Hear,  O  hear  my  ardent  cry. 
Frown  not,  lest  I  faint  and  die. 

2  Justly  might  Thy  vengeful  dart 
Pierce  this  bleeding,  broken  heart ; 
Justly  might  Thy  kindled  ire 
Blast  me  in  eternal  fire. 

3  But  with  Thee  there's  mercy  found. 
Balm  to  heal  my  every  wound : 
Thou  canst  soothe  the  troubled  breast. 
Give  the  weary  wanderer  rest. 

Rev.  Thos.  Raffles. 

No.  260.       Rest  in  Christ. 

1  Jesus,  full  of  truth  and  love. 

We  Thy  kindest  word  obey : 

Faithful  let  Thy  mercies  prove, 

Take  our  load  of  guilt  away. 

2  Burdened  with  a  world  of  grief, 

Burdened  with  our  sinful  load. 
Burdened  M'ith  this  unbelief, 
'     Burdened  with  the  wrath  of  God ; 

3  liO,  we  come  to  Thee  for  ease. 

True  and  gracioiis  as  Thou  art ; 
Now  our  groaning  soul  release, 
Write  forgiveness  on  our  heart. 

Rev.  Charles  Wesley, 


No.  261. 


OPEN  THE  BOOK.     S.  M. 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


"  Morning,  noon,  and  night  I  will  praise  TheeV 


I.  Begin  the  day  with  God,  Kneel  down  to  Him  in  prayer  ;  Lift  up  thy  heart  to  His  abode,  And  seek  His  love  to  share. 


2  Open  the  Book  of  God, 

And  read  a  portion  tliere; 
Tliat  it  may  hallow  all  thy  thoughts, 
And  sweeten  all  thy  care. 

3  Go  through  the  day  with  God, 

Whate'er  thy  work  may  be; 
Where'er  thou  art — at  home,  abroad. 
He  still  is  near  to  thee. 

4  ("oiK'lude  tlie  day  Avith  God; 

Thy  sins  to  Him  confess ; 
Trust  in  the  Lord's  atoning  blood. 
And  plead  His  righteousness. 

Bennett. 

No.  262.   New   Year's   Morning. 

1  A  few  more  struggles  here, 

A  few  more  partings  o'er, 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears. 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more. 

2  A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 

Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way. 
And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 
Th'  eternal  .Sabbath  day. 

3  Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

jMy  soul  for  that  glad  day ; 
O!  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood. 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

Horatius  Bonar. 


No.  263.   New 

1 


Year's  Evening. 


For  ever  with  the  Lord  !  " 
Amen !  .so  let  it  be ; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  w'ord; 
'Tis  immortality. 

2  Here,  in  the  body  pent. 

Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 
Yet  nightly  i)itch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  Knowing  as  I  am  known, 

How  shall  I  lov(^  that  word, 
And  ofl  rcix'at  Ix'loic  (lie  tliroTu^, 
"I'or  ever  with  the  Lord!  " 

James  Montgomery. 


No.    264.    The  Day  is  Past. 

1  The  day  is  past  and  gone, 

The  evening  shades  ai)pear, 
O  may  we  all  reinemlier  well. 
The  night  of  death  dniws  near. 

2  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night. 

Secure  from  all  our  fears; 
May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep, 
Till  morning  light  ajjpears. 

3  And  when  our  days  are  past. 

And  we  from  tiine  remove. 
Lord,  may  we  in  Thy  bosom  rest, 
The  bosom  of  Thy  love. 

Lelanrt. 

No.  265.   Watching  Unto  Prayer, 

1  Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope. 

On  Thee  I  cast  my  care, 
Witli  humble  contidence  look  up. 
And  know  Thou  hears't  my  prayer. 

2  Give  me  on  Thee  to  wait. 

Till  I  can  all  things  do  ; 
On  Thee,  Almighty  to  create, 
Almighty  to  renew. 

3  I  want  a  sober  mind, 

A  self-renouncing  will, 
That  tram})les  down,  and  casts  behind 
The  baits  of  pleasing  ill ; 

4  A  soul  inured  to  pain. 

To  hardshi]),  grief  and  loss, 
l»old  to  take  uj),  lirm  to  sustain 
That  consecrated  cross. 

5  I  want  a  godly  fear, 

A  (juick-discerning  eye, 
That  looks  to  Thee  when  sin  is  near, 
And  sees  the  tempter  Hy  ; 

(i  xV  spii'it  still  {irejiared, 

And  armecl  witli  jealous  care, 
l<'or  ever  standing  on  its  guard, 
And  watching  unto  pi'ayer. 

Rev.  (Jharlet 


e.s  Wesley. 
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No.  266, 


ALL    GOODNESS    FLOWS.     C.   M. 


Rev.  TiKiMA.s  Haweis. 


HUUH   WlLSO.N-.     1768. 


Efes^s^gEEE^pS 


ifizj 


1.  O  Thou  from  whom 

'2.  When   groaning      on 

3.  Temp   -  ta  -  tions  sore 

4.  Dis    -    trest  with  pain, 

5.  If  on     my    fat-e 


all  good-uess  rioAvs,  I  lift 

my  burdened   heart  My  sins 

ob -stru(_-tmy  way.  And  ills 

dis-ease,  and   grief,  This  fee 


for  Thy  dear  name,  Shame  and 


to 


my  heart 
lie    heav  -  i 

I      fan  -  not 
ble     bod  -  y 
re-proach-es 


Thee ; 

-  ly, 

flee; 

see; 
be, 


I       I        J       I 


In      all    my     sor  -  rows,  cou-fliets,  woes.  Dear  Ijord, 

Thy    par -don  speak, new  peace  im  -  part.  In    love 

O     give   me  strength, Lord, as    my     day;  For  good 

Grant  pa-tience,  rest,  and  kind    I'e  -    lief;  Hear  and 

All   hail,    reproach,  and  welcome,   shame,  If    Thou 


re  -  mem-ber 
re  -  mem-ber 
re  -  mem-ber 
re  -  mem-ber 
re  -  mem-ber 


me. 
me. 
me. 
me. 
me. 


No.  267.    The   Inner  Calm. 

1  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm. 
Soft  resting  on  Thy  breast; 
^^oothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm. 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 

■I  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm; 
Let  Thine  outstretched  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Ellin's  palm, 
Beside  her  desert  spring. 

3  Yes,  keep  me  calm,  though  loud  and  rude 

The  sounds  my  ear  that  greet; 
Calm  in  the  closet's  solitude. 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street; 

4  Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health. 

Calm  in  my  hour  of  pain ; 
Calm  in  my  povci'ty  or  wealth, 
Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain. 

No.  268.     Lamp  of  Our  Feet. 

1  Lamp  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace 

Our  path  when  wont  to  stray; 
Streajii  from  the  Fountof  heaveulj  grace. 
Brook  by  the  traveler's  way; 

2  Bread  of  our  souls,  whereon  we  feed. 

True  manna  from  on  high  ; 
Our  guide  and  chart,  wherein  we  read 
Of  realms  beyond  the  sky; 

3  Word  of  the  Everlasting  God, 

Will  of  His  glorious  Son; 
Without  Thee  how  could  earth  be  trod. 
Or  heaven  itself  be  won? 


4  Lord,  grant  us  all  aright  to  learn 
The  wisdom  it  imparts; 
And  to  its  heavenly  teaching  turn, 
With  simple,  child-like  hearts. 

Bernard  Barton. 

No.  269.      For    Ever   Here. 

1  For  ever  here  my  rest  shall  be. 
Close  to  Thy  bleeding  side, 
This  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  plea, 
For  me  the  Saviour  died. 

'2  My  dying  Saviour,  and  my  God, 
Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin. 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  Thy  l)lood. 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

3  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  Thine  own; 
Wash  me,  and  mine  Tliou  art; 
Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone. 
My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

C.  Wesley. 

No.  270.  Israel's  Gentle  Shepherd. 

1  .See  Israel's  gentle  Shepherd  stand. 

With  all-engaging  charms; 
Hark,  how  He  calls  the  tender  lambs. 
And  folds  them  in  His  arms. 

2  Permit  them  to  approach.  He  cries. 

Nor  scorn  their  humble  name; 
For  'twas  to  bless  such  souls  as  the.se 
The  Lord  of  angels  came. 

3  We  l:)ring  them.  Lord,  in  thankful  hands, 

And  yield  them  up  to  Thee; 
.Toyt'ul  that  we  ourselves  are  Thine, 
I'liiue  let  our  oftspring  be. 


18i 


No.  271. 


AWAKE,  MY   SOUL.     L.  M. 


Christian  Lyre.    1830. 


Awake 
He  saw 
Thro'  m 


my  soul,  to  joyful  laye.  And  sine  thy  greatRedeemer'e  praiBe;He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me, 
me  ru  -  iiied  in  the  fall,  Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all.  And  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate, 
ighty  hosts  of  cruel  foes.  Where  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, He  safely  leads  my  soul  along. 


^^ 


^^P 


His  loving-kindness  is  so  free;  Loving-kftidness,  Loving-kindness, His  loving-kindness  is  so  free. 
His  loving-kindness  is  so  great;  Loving-kindness,  Loving-kindness, His  loving-kindness  is  so  great. 
His  loving-kindness     is  so  8troug;Loving-kindnes8,  Loving-kindness, His  loving-kindness  is   so  strong 


No.  272.      The  Holy  Spirit 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  all  quickening  fire. 

Come,  and  in  me  delight  to  rest; 
Drawn  by  the  Inre  of  strong  desire, 

O  come,  and  consecrate  my  breast; 
The  temple  of  my  soul  prepare. 
And  fix  Thy  sacred  presence  there. 

2  My  peace,  my  life,  my  comfort  now% 

My  treasure,  and  my  all  Thou  art ; 
True  Witness  of  my  sonshii)  Thou, 

Engraving  pardon  on  my  heart : 
Seal  of  my  sins  in  Christ  forgiven. 
Earnest  of  love,  and  pledge  of  heaven. 

3  Come,  then,  my  God,  mark  out  Thine  heir, 

Of  heaven  a  larger  earnest  give. 
With  clearer  light  Thy  witness  bear; 

More  sensibly  within  me  live: 
Let  all  my  powers  Tliy  entrance  feel. 
And  deeper  stamp  Thyself  the  Heal. 

Rev.  Charles  Wesley. 

No.  273.    Veni  Creator  Spirlius. 

1  Come,  TToly  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire, 

IAnd  lighten  Avith  celestial  fire  ; 
Thou  the  anointing  Spirit  art. 
Who  dost  Thy  seven-fold  gifts  impart: 
J      Thy  Ijlessed  tinction  from  above 
t       Is  comfort,  life,  and  fire  of  love. 

2  Enable  with  pen3etual  light 

Tlie  dtillness  of  our  blinded  sight; 
Anoint  and  cheer  our  soiled  face 
With  the  abundance  of  Tliy  grace; 
Kecj)  far  our  foes,  give  peace  at  home; 
Where  Thou  art  guide,  uo  ill  can  fome. 


Teach  us  to  know  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Thee,  of  both,  to  be  but  one; 
That  through  the  ages  all  along. 
This  still  may  be  our  endless  song: 
All  praise,  with  all  the  heavenly  host, 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 

Translated  by  Bishop  John  Cosin. 


No.  274.    Groaning  for  the  Spirit. 

1  When  shall  I  hear  the  inw^ard  voice, 

Which  only  faithful  souls  can  hear? 
Pardon,  and  peace,  and  heavenly  joys 

Attend  the  promised  Comforter: 
He  comes,  and  righteousness  divine. 
And  Christ,  and  all  witli  Christ,  is  mine. 

2  O  that  the  Comforter  would  come, 

Nor  visit  as  a  transient  guest; 
But  fix  in  me  His  constant  home. 

And  keep  possession  of  my  breast. 
And  make  my  soul  His  loved  abode, 
The  temple  of  indwelling  God. 

3  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  my  heart  inspire ; 

Attest  that  I  am  born  again  ; 
Come,  and  baptize  me  now  with  fire, 

Or  all  Thy  former  gifts  are  vain. 
1  cannot  rest  in  sins  forgiven  ; 
Wliere  is  the  earnest  of  my  lieaven? 

4  Where  the  indulntable  seal. 

That  ascertains  the  kingdom  mine? 
The  iwworful  stamp  I  long  to  feel. 

The  signature  of  love  divine: 
0  shed  it  in  my  lieart  abroad, 
FuUnesf^of  love,  of  heaven,  of  God! 

Rev.  Charles  "Wesley, 
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No.  275. 


VANISHING  JOYS.     8s  &  7s. 


'  Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  in  the  Lord^ 


I.  B.  Woodbury. 


-U-ra 


I   I    I 


-H^^a^g 
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ISt^^dE^ 


I.  Vain  are  all  terrestrial  pleasures,  Seek  we,  then,  for  heavenly  treasures, 

Mixed  with  dross  the  purest  gold  ;  Treasures  never  waxing  old. 


^:5=FS: 


2  Earthly  joys  can  never  please  us ; 

Here  would  we  renounce  thein  all ; 
Seek  our  only  rest  in  Jesus, 
Him  our  Lord  and  Master  call. 

3  Faith,  our  languid  spirits  cheering. 

Points  to  brighter  worlds  above, 
Bids  us  look  for  His  appearing. 
Bids  us  triumph  in  His  love. 

4  Thus  the  Christian  life  adorning. 

Never  need  we  be  afraid, 
Should  He  come  at  night  or  morning. 
Early  dawn,  or  evening  shade. 


No.  276.  We  Shall  Meet  and  Rest. 

1  Wliere  tlie  faded  flow'r  shall  freshen — 

Freshen,  never  more  to  fade  ; 
Wliere  the  shaded  sky  sluxll  brighten— 
Brighten,  never  more  to  shade ; 

2  Where  tlie  sunblaze  never  scorches, 

Wliere  the  starbeams  cease  to  cliill ; 
Wliere  no  tempest  stirs  the  eclioes 
Of  the  wood,  or  wave,  or  hill ; 

3  Where  the  morn  shall  wake  in  gladness. 

And  the  noon  the  joy  prolong; 
AA''here  the  daylight  dies  in  fi-agrance, 
'Mid  the  burst  of  holy  song. 

Rev.  Dr.  H.  Bonar. 


No.  277. 


Mercy. 


1  "Mercy,  O  Thou  Son  of  David!" 

Thus  blind  Bartimeus  prayed; 
"Others  by  Thy  word  are  saved. 
Now  to  me  afford  Thine  aid." 

2  Many  for  his  crying  chid  him. 

But  he  called  the  louder  still; 
Till  the  gracious  Saviour  bid  him 
Come,  and  ask  Me  what  you  will. 


No.  278.    Thy  Will  be  Done. 

1  Jesus,  while  our  hearts  are  bleeding 

O'er  the  spoils  that  death  lia.s  won, 
W^e  would,  at  this  solemn  meeting. 
Calmly  say.  Thy  will  be  done. 

2  Though  cast  down,  we're  not  f(n-saken , 

Thmigh  afflicted,  not  alone ; 
Thou  didst  give,  and  Thou  hast  taken ; 
Blessed  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done. 

3  By  Thy  hands  the  boon  was  given; 

Thou  hast  taken  but  Thine  own ; 
Lord  of  earth,  and  God  of  heaven, 
Evermore,  Thy  will  be  done. 


No.  279.    Life's  Raging  Billow. 

1  Tossed  upon  life's  raging  billow. 

Sweet  it  is,  O  Lord,  to  know. 

Thou  didst  press  a  sailor's  pillow, 

And  canst  feel  a  sailor's  woe. 

2  Never  slumb'ring,  never  sleeping, 

Tho'  the  night  be  dark  and  dreai*. 
Thou  the  faithful  watch  are  keeping; 
"All,  all's  well,"  Thy  constant  cheer. 

3  And  though  loud  the  wind  is  howling. 

Fierce  though  Hash  the  lightnings  red! 
Darkly  though  the  storm-cloud's  scowl- 
ing 
O'er  the  sailor's  anxious  head : 

4  Thou  canst  calm  the  raging  ocean. 

All  its  noise  and  tumult  still; 
Hush  the  tempest's  wild  commotion 
At  the  bidding  of  Thy  will. 

5  Thus  my  heart  the  hope  will  cherish 

W^hile  to  Thee  I  lift  mine  eye. 
Thou  wilt  save  me  ere  I  perish, 
Thou  wilt  hear  the  sailor's  cry. 

6  And  though  mast  and  sail  be  riven, 

Life's  short  voyage  will  soon  be  o'er ; 
Safely  moored  in  lieaven's  wide  haven. 
Storm  and  tempest  vex  no  more. 
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No.  280. 


BEHOLD,  A   STRANGER.    L.  M. 


William  Batchelder  Bradbury.    (i8i6 — 1868.)     1844. 


^=jll-j_^-;^B 


=» — 3— sr 


Be  -hold,  a  stran  -  ger's  at      the  door:      He    gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before; 

2.  O         lovely     at    -    ti-tude!  He  stands  With  melting  heart  and    la  -  den  hands; 

3.  But    will  He  prove    a  friend   in -deed?     He    will,  the    ver  -  y  friend  you  need; 

4.  Rise,touched  with  gratitude     di-vine;   Turn  out  His    en   -   e  -  my    and  thine, 


^ 


m 
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Has  wait- ed  long,    is   wait-ing   still:    You  treat  "no   oth  -  er  friend    so       ill. 
O!  matchless  kindness!  and  He  shoAvs  This  matchless  kindness   to     His     foes! 
Tlie  Friend  of  sin  -  ners,  yes,  'tis     He,    With  garments  dyed  at      Cal  -  va  -   ry. 
That  soul- de-slroy-ing    monster,   8in;     And      let    the  heavenly  Stranger       in. 

"      *      ^       -^^       -f^ 


No.  281.    Slavery  and  Death. 

1  Slavery  and  death  the  cup  contains; 

Dash  to  tlie  earth  the  poisoned  howl ; 
Softer  than  silk  are  iron  chains 
Compared   with   those    that   chafe   tlie 
soul. 

2  Spare,  Lord,  the  thoughtless,  guide   the 

V)lind, 
Till  man  no  more  sliall  deem  it  just 
To  live  hy  forging  chains  to  bind 
His  weaker  brother  in  the  dust. 

No.  282.    With  Christ  in  Glory. 

1  0  for  a  sweet,  inspiring  ray. 

To  animate  our  feeble  strains. 
From  the  bright  realms  of  endless  day. 
The  blissful  realms,  where  Jesus  reigns. 

2  Tliere,  low  before  His  glorious  tlirone. 

Adoring  saints  and  angels  fall ; 
And  with  delightful  worship  own       [all. 
His  smile  their  bliss,  their  heaven,  their 

3  Immortal  glories  crown  His  head, 

While  tuneful  hallelujahs  rise, 
And  love,  and  joy,  and  triumpli  sjiread 
Through  all  th''a,ssend)Hes  of  tlie  skies. 

4  He  smiles,  and  sera])hs  tune  tlieir  songs 

To  lioundless  rapture  while  tliey  gaze; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  joyful  tongues 
Kesound  Ills  everlasting  jiraise. 


5  There,  all  the  favorites  of  the  Lamb 

Shall  join  at  last  the  heavenly  choir: 
O  may  the  joy-inspiring  theme 
Awake  our  faith  and  warm  desire. 

6  Dear  Saviour,  let  Thy  Spirit  seal 

Our  interest  in  that  blissful  place; 
Till  death  remove  this  mortal  veil. 
And  we  behold  Thy  lovely  face. 

Miss  Anne  Steele. 


No.  283. 


0  Spirit. 


1  O  Spirit  of  the  living  God, 

In  all  Thy  plentitude  of  grace, 
Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod, 
Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 

2  Give  tongues  of  fii-e,  and  hearts  of  love. 

To  preach  the  reconciling  word ; 
(iive  power  and  unction  from  above, 
Whene'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard. 

3  Be  darkness,  at  Thy  coming,  light. 

Confusion,  order  in  Thy  path  ; 
Souls    Avithout    strength    inspire    with 
might; 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath. 

4  Ba])tize  the  nations;  far  and  nigh 

The  triumphs  of  tlie  cross  record ; 
The  name  of  Jesus  glorify, 
Till  every  kindred  call  Him  Lord. 

James  Montgomery. 


1S4 


No.  284. 


THY    MERCIES.    C.  M. 


R.  Simpson. 


'"''Lead  Thou  me  on" 


_n_L    _|     J  .L._)- rr— 1-1,     I  ,  J     !  ,  J-»-j-r-  '  i,      I  rd—i-r— I— ,-r r rr-^-r-^-^-\-i 


I.  When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 


My  rising  soul  surveys, 

l=^l*-r'='-n-ie-rf=^«-r*^ 


Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 


In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 


^^^^^mm^^m 


Ten  thousand  thousatul  precious  gifts, 

My  daily  thanks  ein])loy, 
Noris  the"  least  a  cheerful  lieart. 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Tiirough  every  period  of  my  life, 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue, 
And  after  death  in  distant  worlds 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

Through  all  eternity,  to  Thee, 

A  joyful  song  I'll  raise, 
l-\)r,  oil !  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  Tliy  praise. 


Addison. 


No.   285.    Awake,  My  Soul. 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 
And  press  with  vigor  on  ; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

'1  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 
Hold  thee  in  full  survey  ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 
Have  I  my  race  ])egun  ; 
And,  crowned  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 
I'll  lay  mj^  honors  down. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

No.    286.      Prayer  for  Pity. 

1  To  Thee,  my  God,  whose  presence  tills 
The  earth,  and  seas,  and  skies. 
To  Thee,whose  name,  whose  heart  is  Love, 
^Mth  all  my  jjowers  I  rise. 

Troubles  in  long  succession  roll; 

Wave  rushes  upon  ^vave ; 
Pity,  <)  pity  my  distress; 

Thy  child,  Thy  suppliant  save. 

O  bid  the  roaring  tempest  cease; 

Or  give  me  strength  to  bear 
Whate'er  Thy  holy  will  appoints, 

And  save  me  from  despair. 

^4  To  Thee,  my  God,  alone  T  look, 
On  Thee  alone  coiitide; 
Thou  ne\  er  hast  dccci\cd  (he  soul 
That  on  Thy  grace  relied. 


Though  oft  Thy  ways  are  rapt  in  clouds 

Mysterious  and  unknown. 
Truth,  Righteousness  and  Mercy  stand 

The  pillars  of  Thy  throne. 

Rev.  Thomas  Gibbous. 


No.  287.     Grateful   Thanks. 

1  Now,  from  the  altar  of  our  hearts, 

Let  grateful  thanks  arise, 
Assist  us,  Lord,  to  otter  up 
Our  evening's  sacritice. 

2  Awake !  our  love,  awake !  our  joy : 

Awake !  our  heart  and  tongue  ; 
Sleep  not  when  mercies  loudly  call: 
Break  forth  into  a  song. 

3  This  day  God  was  our  sun  and  shield. 

Our  keeper  and  our  guide ; 
His  care  was  on  our  weakness  shown, 
His  mercies  multiplied. 

Mason. 


No.  288.     Returning  to  God. 

1  O  Thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh. 
Whose  hand  indulgent  wipes  the  tears 
From  sorrow's  weeping  eye; 

2  See,  low  before  Thy  throne  of  grace, 

A  wretched  wanderer  moilrn; 
Hast  Thou  not  bid  me  seek  Thy  face? 
Hast  Thou  not  said,  return? 

3  And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail 

To  drive  me  from  Thy  feet? 
O  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail, 
This  only  safe  retreat ! 

4  O  shine  on  this  benighted  heart, 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine! 
And  let  Thy  healing  voice  impart 
A  taste  of  joys  divine. 

5  Thy  presence  only  can  bestow 

Delights  which  never  cloy: 
Be  this  my  solace  here  below, 
And  mv  eternal  joy! 

Miss  Anne  .Steele. 
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No.  289. 


HARK,  MY   SOUL.     7s. 


Rev.  Caesar  Henri  Abraham  Malaru    (1787— J864.)    183* 


1.  Hark,  my  soul,  it     is    tlie  Lord ;  'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  His  word ;  Jesus  speaks,  and 

2.  "1  delivered  thee,  when  bound,  And,  when  wounded,  healed  tlw  wound;  Sought  thee  wandering, 
8.  '"Can    a    Avoniau's  tender  care  Cease  towards  the  child  she  bear?  Yes,  she  may  for- 

4.  "Mine  is    an  unchanging  love,    Higher  than  the  heights  above.  Deeper  than"  the 

5.  "Thou  shalt  see  My  glory  soon,  When  the  work  of  grace  is  done;  Partner    of     My 

6.  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint,  That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ;  Yet  I  love  Thee, 


speaks  to     thee:  "Say,  poor  sinner,  lovestthou  Me?  Say,  poor  sinner,  lo  vest  thou  Me? 

set  thee  right, Turned  thy  darkness  in  -  to  li^ht, Turned  thy  darkness  in  -  to    light. 

get-ful      be,       Yet  will    I       remember    thee,      Y^et    will   I      remember    thee, 
depths  be  -  neath,  Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death.  Free  and  faithful, strong  as  death, 
throne  shall  be,      Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  ]Me?  Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  Me?" 

and     a-dore;       O     for  grace  to  love  Thee  more,   O      for  grace  to  love  Thee  more. 


No.  290.   Teli  Us  of  the  Night. 

1  Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night. 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 
Ti-av'ler  o'er  yon  mountain's  height 
See  that  glory-beaming  star! 

2  Watchman  !  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  joy  or  hope  foretell? 
Trav'ler!  yes;  it  brings  the  day — 
Promised  day  of  Israel. 

.3  Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night ; 
Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Trav'ler!  l)lessedness  and  light. 
Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 

4Watchman  !  will  its  beams  alone 
Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 
Trav'ler !  ages  are  its  own ; 
See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth ! 

5  Watchman  !  tell  us  of  the  night. 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 

Trav'ler!  darkness  takes  its  flight, 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

6  Watchman  !  let  thy  wanderings  cease; 

Hie  thee  to  tliy  cpiiet  home  ! 
Trav'ler!  lo!  the  Prince  of  7'cace, 
Lo !  the  Son  of  (.Jod  is  come ! 

J.  Browning. 


No.  291.  Ask  What  I  Shall  Give. 

1  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer; 
He  Himself  has  bid  thee  pray. 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring; 
For  His  grace  and  power  are  such. 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3  With  my  burden  I  begin. 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin  ; 
Let  Thy  lilood,  for  sinners  spilt. 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

Ruv.  John  Newton. 


No.  292.      H< 


Ri 


1  "Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day," 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say. 

Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high  ; 
Sing,  ye  heavens;  and  earth,  reply. 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done. 
Fought  the  fight,  the  liattle  won. 
Lo,  our  Sun's  eclipse  is  o'er; 
Lo,  He  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal; 
Christ  has  burst  tlie  gates  of  hell; 
Deatii  in  vain  forbids  His  rise: 
Christ  has  opened  paradise. 
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No.  293.   HARK!  WHAT  MEAN  THOSE  VOICES?     8s  &  7s. 


^ 


Carl  Maria  von  Weber.    (1786— 1826.) 

-Q f*^ X— 


I 


1.  Hark !  what  mean  those  ho  -  ly   voi  -  ces,      Sweetly     sounding  thro'  the  skies? 

2.  Lis     -    ten    to      the     wondrous  sto  -  ry,    Wliioh  they  chant  in  hymns  of    joy: 

3.  "Peace    on  eartli,  good-will  from  heaven,    Reaching      far      as     inan     is  found ; 

4.  "Clirist    is  born,  the  great    A-noint-ed;  Heaven  and  earth  His    glo  -  ry     sing: 

5.  "Hast  -  en,  mortals,       to        a  -  dore  Him  ;  Learn  His  name  and  taste  His    joy: 


^ 


^^ 


^ 


^=S= 


--^^ 


N 


^^ 


^^^m 


3;eeJ^ 


Lo,  the  an-gel  -  ic       host    re  -  joi  -  ces ; 
"Glo  -  ry      in     the     high -est,  glo  -  ry, 
Souls  redeemed,  and    sins    for-giv-en, 
Glad     re  -  eeive  whom  God  appoint  -  ed 
Till      in  heaven  you  sing    be  -  fore  Him, 


Heavenly    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  rise. 

Glo  -  ry  be  to  God  most  high. 
Loud  our    gol- den  harps  shall  sound. 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 
'Glo  -  ry     be       to     God   most  high.' ' 


No.  294.        God  is  Love. 

1  God  is  love;  His  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens, 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

2  Time  and  change  are  busy  ever; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move; 

But  His  mercy  waneth  never ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

3  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth 

Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove; 
From  the  gloom  His  brightness  stream- 
eth, 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

4  He  with  earthly  care  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above; 
Everywhere  His  glory  shineth  ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

No.  295.       Christ  Praised. 

1  Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory. 

Shall  Thy  praise  unuttered  lie? 

Fly,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence, 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die. 

2  Did  archangels  sing  Thy  coming? 

Did  the  shepherds  learn  their  lays? 
Shame  would  cover  me  ungrateful. 
Should  my  tongue  refuse  to  praise. 


3  From  the  highest  throne  of  glory. 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe — 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives ; 
Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 

4  Go,  return,  immortal  Saviour, 

Leave  Thy  footstool,  take  Thy  throne; 
Thence  return  and  reign  for  ever ; 
Be  the  Kingdom  all  Thine  own. 

Rev.  Robert  Robinson. 

No.  296.  The  Call  for  Reapers. 

1  Far  and  near  the  fields  are  teeming 

With  the  waves  of  ripened  grain ; 
Far  and  near  their  gold  is  gleaming. 
O'er  the  sunny  slope  and  plain. 

Cho. — Lord  of  Harvest,  send  forth  reapers! 
Hear  us,  Lord,  to  thee  we  I'ry ; 
Send  them  now  the  sheaves  to  gather. 
Ere  the  harvest  time  pass  by. 

2  Send  them  forth  with  morn's  first  beam- 

ing, 
Send  them  in  the  noontide's  glare; 
When  the  sun's  last  rays  are  gleaming, 
Bid  them  gather  everywhere. — Cho. 

3  O  thou,  whom  thy  Lord  is  sending, 

Gather  now  the  sheaves  of  gold, 
HeaveuAvard  then  at  evening  wending. 
Thou  shalt  come  with  joy  untold. — Cho. 
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No.  297. 


JUST  AS  I  AM.     L.  M. 


1.  Just 
•1.  Jxist 

3.  Just 

4.  Just 


William  Batchelder  Bradbury.     (i8i6— iS63.)    1849. 
4-r— 4- 


ani,    with-out  one  plea      But  that  Thy  l^lood  was  shed  for  me, 
am,    aud  wait-ing  not       To      rid    mv    soul     of   one  dark  blot, 
am,  though  tossed  about    With  many  aoonlliet,    many   a  doubt, 
am,  poor,\vretclied,  blind;  Sight,  riches,  healing       of  *  the  mind. 


And  that  Thou  1  jidd'st  me  come  to  Thee,     O  Lamb  of  God,  I  c 

ToThee,-\vhosebloodcancleanseeachspot,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  c — ^,  ^ 

With  fears      within,  and   foes    with-out,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I 

Yea,    all      I     need,     in    Thee     to  And,   O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I 


i-ome, 
come, 


come, 
come, 
come, 
come. 


No.  298.     He  Leadeth  Me. 

1  He  leadeth  me!  oh!  blessed  thought, 
Gh!  words  with  heav'nly  comfort  fraught ; 
Whate'er  I  do,  where'er  I  be. 

Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  leadeth  me. 

Cho. — He  leadeth  me!  He  leadeth  me! 

By  His  own  hand  He  leadeth  me ; 
His  faithful  follower  I  would  be. 
For  by  His  hand  He  leadeth  nie. 

2  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom, 
Sonu'times  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom. 
By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea- 
Still  'tis  His  hand  that  leadeth  me. 

0  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  lu\nd  in  mine. 
Nor  ever  nmrmur  nor  repine — 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 
Since  'tis  my  God  that  leadetli  me. 

4  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done, 
W'licn,  l)y  Thy  grace  the  victory's  won, 
E'en  deatli's  cold  wa\e  I  will  not  llei'. 
Since  (tcmI  through  Jordan  leadeth  uie. 


No.  299.  Grateful  Adoration. 

1    IVl'ore  .(eho\ah's  aw  till  throne. 
Ye  nations,  bow  with  sacred  joy 
Know  that  the  Ijord  is  (Jod  alone; 
He  can  create,  an<i  He  destroy. 


2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men  ; 
And   when,  like  wand'ring  shee]\  we 
strayed. 
He  brought  us  to  ?lis  fold  again. 

3  We  are  His  people,  we  His  care. 

Our  souls  and  all  our  mortal  frame: 
AVhat  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Alnnghty  Maker,  to  Thy  name? 

4  We'll  crowd  Thy  gates  witli  thankful 

songs. 

High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise  ; 

And    earth,     with    her    ten    thousand 

tongues,  [praise. 

Shall  fill  Thy  courts  Avith  sounding 

5  Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command, 

Yast  as  eternity  Thy  love ; 
Firm  as  a  I'ock  Thy  truth  nmst  stand, 
Wlien  rolling  vears  shall  cease  to  move. 
Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 

No.  300.   Praise  from  All  Nations. 

1  From  all  tliat  dwell  lu'low  tlie  skies, 
Let  tlu'  Creator's  piaise  arise; 

IjCt  tlie  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  (nery  land,  bj^  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  Thy  ni(>rcies.  Lord  ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  Tliy  word  ; 

Til y  ])raise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

Rev.  Isaac  Watts, 
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^'Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways." 
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